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RAMBLINGS THROUGH THE HIGH SIERRA.* 





By JosEPH LE CONTE. 





PREFACE TO ORIGINAL EDITION. 


About the first week before the end of the First Session of the 
University of California, several young men, students of the Uni- 
versity, invited me to join them in a camping party for the Yosemite 
and the High Sierra. The party was to go in regular pioneer style, 
cooking their own provisions, and sleeping under the open sky 
whenever a convenient place was found; each man was to bestride 
his own horse, carry his own bedding behind his saddle, and his 
clothing, with the exception of one change of underwear, on his 
back. 

This was, it is true, a little rougher and harder than anything I 
had ever undertaken; but still I was fond of adventure, and longed 
to enjoy the glories of Yosemite and the beauties of the Sierra, 
and, more than all, to study mountain structure and mountain 
sculpture, as exhibited there on a magnificent scale. I therefore at 
once accepted the offer. The party was forthwith organized, ten 
in number. Mr. Hawkins, who understood something of mountain 
life, was commissioned to buy the necessary supplies, and the 
general outfit, such as camp utensils, pack-horse and pack-saddle, 
and have all in readiness that we might start the very first day after 
commencement. 

To while away my idle moments in camp, and to preserve some 
souvenir of the party, of the incidents, and of the scenery, I jotted 
down, from time to time, these wayside notes. ‘it. 


JuLy 21, 1870.—Amid many kind and cheering words, 
mingled with tender regrets; many encouragements, min- 


* Reprinted from “‘A Journal of Ramblings,” privately printed in 1875. 
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gled with earnest entreaties to take care of myself, and to 
keep out of drafts and damp while sleeping on the dare 
ground in the open air; many half-suppressed tears, con- 
cealed beneath bright smiles, I left my home and dear ones 
this morning. Surely I must have a heroic and dangerous 
air about me, for my little baby boy shrinks from my rough 
flannel shirt and broad-brim hat, as did the baby son of 
Hector from 42s brazen corslet and beamy helm and nod- 
ding plume. I snatch a kiss and hurry away to our place 
of rendezvous. 

After much bustle, confusion, and noisy preparation, 
saddling, cinching, strapping blanket rolls, packing camp 
utensils and provisions, we are fairly ready at 10 A. M. 
Saluted by cheers from manly throats, and handkerchief- 
wavings by the white hands of women, we leave Oakland 
at a sweeping trot, Hawkins leading the pack; while the 
long handle of our frying-pan, sticking straight up through 
a hole in the bag, and the merry jingling of #” pans, in 
cups and coffee-pot — ‘‘ tintinabulation’’—proclaimed the 
nature of our mission. 

We are in high spirits; although I confess to some mis- 
givings when I heard from the Captain that we would ride 
thirty miles to-day, for I have not been on horseback for 
ten years. But I am determined not to be an incum- 
brance to the merry party. Westarted from Oakland seven 
in number. One will join us to-night in Livermore Valley. 
Two others, having gone to Stockton to procure horses, 
will join us at Graysonville. Without any remarkable 
incident we rode along the level plain which borders the 
bay about fifteen miles, and reached our lunch-ground 
near Hayward, at 1 p.M. Here we fed our horses and 
rested two hours. 

Started again at 3 p. M. Our ride took us over the 
Contra Costa Ridge, by Hayward Pass, into Amador and 
Livermore Valleys, and then along these valleys, the noble 
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outline of Mt. Diablo looming finely in the distance on our 
left. I observe everything narrowly, for all is new to me, 
and so different from anything in the Eastern States. Liver- 
more Valley is an extensive, rich, level plain, separating 
the Contra Costa from the Mt. Diablo Ridge. It is sur- 
rounded by mountains on every side, and the scenery is 
really fine. Much pleased to find the mountains, on their 
northern and eastern slopes, so green and well wooded. I 
have been accustomed to see them from Oakland only on 
their southern and western slopes, which are almost tree- 
less, and, at this season, brown and sere. Much interested 
in watching the habits of burrowing squirrels and burrow- 
ing owls, especially the amicable manner in which they live 
together in the same burrows. 

After riding about ten miles, we arrived, a little before 
sunset, at Dublin, a little village of a few houses. Here 
we found tolerable camping- ground, and ought to have 
stopped for the night; but, against my advice, the party, 
buoyant and thoughtless, concluded to go on to Ladds- 
ville,* where one of the party would join us, and had 
promised to prepare forage for our horses and camp for 
ourselves. It was a foolish mistake. From this time our 
ride was very tedious and fatiguing. The miles seemed to 
stretch out before us longer and longer. The hilarious and 
somewhat noisy spirits of the young men gradually died 
away. After some abortive attempts at a song, some 
miserable failures in the way of jokes, we pursued our 
weary way in silence. Night closed upon us while we were 
still many miles away from Laddsville. Lights ahead! Are 
these Laddsville? We hope so. Onward we press; but 
the lights seem to recede from us. Still onward, seemingly 
three or four miles; but no nearer the lights. Are these 
ignes fatui sent to delude us? But courage! here comes 
some one. ‘‘ How far to Laddsville?’’ ‘‘Three miles.’’ 





* This place is now called Livermore. 
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Onward we pressed, at least three miles. Again a way- 
farer. ‘‘ How far to Laddsville?’’ ‘‘Three and a half 
miles.’’ Again three or four miles onward; three or four 
miles of aching ankles and knees, and hips and back, but 
no complaint. ‘‘ How many miles to Laddsville?’’ ‘‘Five.’’ 
Again three or four miles of aching knees and hips and 
back. Wayfarers are becoming more numerous. ‘‘ How 
far to Laddsville?’’ ‘‘Two miles.’’ ‘‘ How far to Ladds- 
ville?’’ ‘‘A little over a mile.’’ ‘‘ How far to Laddsville?”’ 
‘*How far to Laddsville?’’— ‘‘To Laddsville ?’’ — Ah! 
here it is at last. Yes, at last, about 10 P. M., that now 
celebrated place was actually reached; but too late for good 
camping. The companion who was to join us here was 
nowhere to be found. We hastily made arrangements for 
our horses in a neighboring stable, and camped on the bare, 
dusty ground, in an open space on the outskirts of the 
town. A good camp-fire and a hearty meal comforted us 
somewhat. About 11:30 P.M. rolled ourselves in our 
blankets and composed ourselves for sleep. 

To our wearied spirits, we seem to have traveled at least 
fifty miles to-day. From the most accurate information we 
can get, however, the actual distance is only about thirty- 
five miles. Very foolish to go so far the first day. 


JULY 22.—Estimating the whole mammalian population 
of Laddsville at two hundred, I am sure at least one hun- 
dred and fifty must be dogs. These kept up such an inces- 
sant barking all night, around us and at us, as we lay upon 
the ground, that we got little sleep. Near daybreak I sank 
into a deeper, sweeter sleep, when whoo!—oo—oo—oo—! 
whoo!!! the scream of a railroad train, passing within fifty 
feet, startled the night air and us. It is not surprising, 
then, that we got up reluctantly, and rather late, and very 
stiff and sore. Our breakfast, which consisted this morn- 
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ing of fried bacon, cheese, cold bread, and good tea, refreshed 
and comforted us greatly. While. eating our breakfast, 
whoop! whoop! hurrah! our expected companion, Dell 
Linderman, came galloping in, with gun slung on shoulder. 
He did his best, by whip and spur and noise, to make a 
dashing entry, but his heavy, sluggish mare did not in the 
least sympathize with his enthusiasm. He had been look- 
ing for us the evening before, but had given us up, and 
went back to a friend’s house, a little out of Laddsville. 

Soon after sunrise, all the inhabitants of Laddsville, 
including, of course, the one hundred and fifty dogs, came 
crowding around us; the men to find out who we were, 
and where bound; the dogs to find out what it was they 
had been barking at all night. After we had severally 
satisfied these, our fellow-creatures, both biped and quad- 
ruped—our fellow-men and Darwinian cousins—we saddled 
and packed up, determined to profit by the experience of 
yesterday, and not to go more than twenty miles to-day. 
Our horses as well as ourselves have suffered from the travel 
of yesterday. We started late, about 8 a. M., proceeded 
only five miles, and stopped, 10 A. M., under the shade of 
a clump of oaks, near a mill. The air is still this morning, 
and the sun insufferably hot. We here took cold lunch, 
and rested until 1 p.m. A cool breeze now springing up, 
we started, passed over the summit of Corral Hollow Pass 
and down by a very steep grade, I think about fifteen hun- 
dred feet in a mile, into ‘‘ Corral Hollow,’’ a very narrow 
cafion with only fifty to sixty yards width at the bottom, 
with high rocky cliffs on either side, which cuts through 
Mt. Diablo Range to the base. The road now ran in this 
cafion along a dry stream bed for many miles, until it finally 
emerges on the San Joaquin plains. 

In Amador and Livermore Valleys, I observed the soil 
was composed of a drift of rounded pebbles, in stiff adobe 
clay—local drift from the mountains. In Corral Hollow the 
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soil consists of pebbles and coarse sand, evidently river 
deposit. Fine sections showing cross lamination were 
observed. Mountains very steep on each side the gorge. 
Perpendicular cliffs of sandstone and limestone exposed in 
many places, sometimes worn into fantastic shapes, and 
often into caves. These caves, I hear, were once the haunts 
of robbers. Near the bottom of the gorge the irregularly 
stratified river sands are seen lying unconformably on the 
sandstone. We passed on our way some coal mines, 
which are now worked. These strata are probably creta- 
ceous, belonging to the same horizon as the Mt. Diablo 
coal. 

We rode ten or twelve miles down Corral Hollow, or 
about fifteen miles, this afternoon, and camped, 7 P. M., at 
a teamsters’ camp, the permanent camp of the teamsters of 
the coal-mine. From these men we bought feed for our 
horses; then cooked supper, and went to bed as early as 


possible. 


JuLy 23.—The whole party woke up this morning in 
good spirits, much refreshed by our supper and sleep last 
night. We got up at 4 A. M., cooked our breakfast and 
were off by 5:30. At first we really enjoyed our ride in 
the cool morning air. In about an hour we emerged from 


Corral Hollow on the San Joaquin plains. There is still 


a fine cool breeze. ‘Why, this is delightful; the San 
Joaquin plains have been much slandered,’’ thought we. 
As we advanced, however, we changed our opinion. §I[nsuf- 


ficiency of rain last winter has produced utter failure of 
crops. As far as the eye can reach, in every direction, 
only a bare desert plain is seen. The heat now became 
intense; the wind, though strong, was dry and burning. 
Over the perfectly level, dry, parched, dusty, and now 
desert plains, with baked lips and bleeding noses, we 


pressed on toward Grayson, where we expected to noon, 
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‘Grayson is on the San Joaquin River. It can’t be far off, 
for yonder is water.’ Yes, surely yonder is water; do you 
not see its glistening surface? its rolling billows running in 
the direction of the wind? the reflection of the trees, which 
grow on the farther bank? Those white objects scattered 
over the glistening surface, with their images beneath: are 
these not sails on the river? Alas! no! It is all mirage. 
There is no water visible at all. The trees are trees which 
skirt the nearer bank of the river; the white objects are 
cottages on the desert plains. We could hardly believe it 
until we were deceived and undeceived half a dozen times. 
Parched with heat and thirst, and blinded with dust, we 
could easily appreciate the tantalizing effect of similar phe- 
nomena on the thirsty travelers of Sahara. 

Onward, still onward, with parched throats, baked lips, 
and bleeding noses, we press. But even with parched 
throat, baked lips, and bleeding nose, one may enjoy the 
ludicrous, and even shake his gaunt sides with laughter; at 
least I found it so this morning. The circumstances were 
these: Hawkins early this morning killed a rabbit. Phelps, 
conceiving the idea that it would relish well, broiled on the 
glowing coals of our camp fire to-night, offered to carry it. 
He did so for some time, but his frisky, foolish, unsteady 
filly, not liking the dangling rabbit, became restive, and the 
rabbit was dropped in disgust, and left on the road. Stone, 
good-natured fellow, in simple kindness of heart, and also 
having the delights of broiled rabbit present in his imagina- 
tion—the Picture of broiled rabbit before his mind’ s eye, and 
the fragrance of broiled rabbit in his mind's nose — dis 
mounted and picked it up. But essaying to mount his cow- 
like beast again, just when he had, with paintul effort, 
climbed up to his ‘‘saddle’s eaves,’’ and was about to 
heave his long dexter leg over and wriggle himself into his 
seat, the beast aforesaid, who had been attentively viewing 


the operation out of the external corner of his left eye, 
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started suddenly forward, and Stone, to his great astonish- 
ment, found himself on Azs own instead of his horse’s back. 
Then commenced a wild careering over the dusty plain, 
with the saddle under his belly; a mad plunging and kick- 
ing, a general chasing by the whole party, including Stone 
himself, on foot; a laughing and shouting by all except 
Stone, until cinch and straps gave way, and saddle, blanket- 
roll, and clothing lay strewed upon the ground. 

We had hardly picked up Stone's traps, and mended his 
cinch, and started on our way —the agitation of our dia- 
phragms and the aching of our sides had hardly subsided— 
when Pomroy, sitting high-enthroned on his aged, mis- 
shapen beast, thinking to show the ease and grace of his 
perfect horsemanship, and also secretly desiring to ease the 
exquisite tenderness of his sitting-bones, quietly detached 
his right foot from the stirrup and swung it gracefully over 
the pommel, to sit a while in woman-fashion. But as soon 
as the shadow of his great top-boots fell across the eyes of 
“*Old 67,’’ that venerable beast, whether in the innocency 
of colt-like playfulness, or a natural malignancy, made 
frantic by excessive heat and dust, began to kick and 
plunge and buck, until finally, by a sudden and dexterous 
arching of his back, and a throwing down of his head, 
Pomroy was shot from the saddle like an arrow from a 
bow or a shell from a mortar; and sailing through mid-air 
with arms and legs widely extended, like the bird of Jove, 
descended in graceful parabolic curve and fell into the arms 
of his fond mother earth. Unwilling to encounter the 
wrath of his master, Old 67 turned quickly and fled, with 
his mouth wide open, and his teeth all showing, as if enjoy- 
ing a huge horse-laugh. Then commenced again the wild 
careering on the hot plains, the mad plunging and kicking, 
the shouting and laughing and chasing. The horse at 
last secured, Pomroy took him firmly by the bit, delivered 
one blow of his clenched fist upon his nose, and then gazed 
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at him steadily with countenance full of solemn warning. 
In return, a wicked, unrepentant, vengeful gleam shot from 
the corner of the deep-sunk eye of Old 67. 

Onward, still onward, over the absolutely treeless and 
plantless desert, we rode for fifteen or more miles, and 
reached Grayson about 12 M. Here we nooned and rested 
until 4 P.M. Two of our party, viz., Cobb and Bolton, 
joined us here from Stockton, where they had gone to pro- 
cure horses. While resting here, we took a delightful swim 
in the San Joaquin River. Delightfully refreshing while in 
the water; but on coming out, the wind felt as hot and dry 
and fiery as if it blew out of a furnace. Caught a few fish 
here, and enjoyed them for lunch. Bought some peaches, 
and devoured them with a kind of ravenous fierceness. 
Ah! how delicious in this parched country! 

Grayson is a small, insignificant village, with a_half- 
dozen or more buildings, among which there is, of course, 
the hotel and the post-office. I took advantage of the latter 
to send off a letter to my wife—a very short letter—assur- 
ing her of my health, and that I was doing as well as could 
be expected; indeed, much better. 

Four P. M., crossed the ferry, and continued on our jour- 
ney about eight or ten miles, and camped for the night at 
Mr. Dooly’s ranch. Here we found much kindness in Mr. 
Dooly, much fodder for our horses, a big straw-bank for 
our beds, and a blue, starry sky for our roof. There was 
no reason, therefore, why we should not be happy. We 
were so; indeed, we really enjoyed our supper and our 
beds. 

The San Joaquin plains, though the most fertile part of 
the State, is at this time, of course, completely dry and 
parched; nothing green as far as the eye can reach, except 
along the river banks. The crops this year have to a 
great extent failed, on account of the insufficient rain of the 
last rainy season. The only animate things which enlivened 
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the scene this afternoon were thousands of jack-rabbits and 
burrowing squirrels, and their friends, the burrowing owls. 


JuLy 24, SUNDAY.— The day of rest. Rest on the San 
Joaquin plains! Impossible! We pushed on this morning— 
this delightful, cool Sunday morning—after a refreshing 
night’s rest. Cool in the morning, but hot, oh! how hot! 
as the day advanced. Made fifteen miles, and nooned at 
a large ranch— Mr. Ashe’s. Besides the invariable jack- 
rabbits, burrowing squirrels, and burrowing owls, I noticed 
thousands of horned frogs (Phrynosoma). I observed here 
a peculiarity of California life. Mr. Ashe is evidently a 
wealthy man. His fields are immense; his stables and 
barns are very ample; his horses and hired laborers are 
numerous; great numbers of cows, hogs, turkeys, chickens 
—every evidence of abundance, good living, and even of 
wealth, except dwelling-house. This is a shanty, scarcely 
fit for a cow-house. He doesn’t live here, however, but in 
San Francisco. 

I saw also, to-day, a badger. One of the party tried to 
shoot him, but he disappeared in a burrow. 

To-day has been insufferably hot. We find, upon 
inquiry, that there is a house at which we may stop, seven 
miles from this. We concluded to rest until the cool of the 
evening. We drowse away several hours under a wagon- 
shed, and resume our journey, 5:30 P.M. On the way this 
evening we killed two rattlesnakes, one with eight and one 
with twelve rattles. Enjoyed greatly the evening ride, and 
the glorious sunset. About dark reached the house where 
we expected to camp; but, alas, no feed for horses. Directed 
to another house, two or three miles farther on. They 
must have feed there, for it is a stage station. On we went 
in the dark, over an exceedingly rough plowed field, full 
of great adobe clods, and reached the house, tired and 
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hungry, about 9 P.M. Again ‘‘ No feed.’’ We were in 
despair. Impossible to go farther. ‘‘ Any other house?’’ 
‘* None within seven or eight miles.’’ When we spoke of 
going on, however, the man in charge (agent) hinted at 
the existence of a barley-stack. ‘‘That’s just what we 
want.’’ ‘* But can’t let you have it.’’ He was evidently 
trying to extort from us in our necessity. This made Soulé, 
our Captain, so angry that he plainly told him that we 
would have the use of the stack, and he might get redress 
in any way he liked. A good deal of useless cursing 
passed on both sides, when, by word of command, we 
marched off to the stack, about one quarter. mile distant, 
and picketed our horses around, with their heads to the 
stack. It was already so late that we did not attempt to 
cook supper, but ate it cold. After our cold supper, we 
threw ourselves upon the stack, and, although late, gazed 
up into the clear black sky, studded with brilliant stars, 
and talked for more than an hour. The young men asked 
me many questions about stars, and nebulz, and spectrum 
analysis, and shooting-stars, and meteoric stones, which led 
to quite a dissertation on these subjects. The time and 
circumstances gave a keener interest to the discussion. 

On San Joaquin plains, and, I believe, everywhere in 
California, however hot the days may be, the nights are 
delightfully cool. 

JuLYy 25.—After a really fine night’s rest, we got up about 
44.M. The day was just breaking, and the air very clear 
and transparent. The blue, jagged outline of the Sierra 
is distinctly and beautifully marked, above and beyond 
the nearer foot-hills, against the clear sky. In fact, there 
seemed to be several ridges, rising one above and beyond 
the other; and above and beyond all, the sharp-toothed 
summits of the Sierra. Took, again, a cold breakfast, and 
made an early start, 5 A.M. Went up to the house and 
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offered to pay the agent forthe barley. Charged us twenty- 
five dollars! We had been charged for the same every- 
where else three dollars. Went into the house. Spoke to 
the ladies (daughters of the owner) on the subject. They 
were very kind and pleasant, and well satisfied with three 
dollars. We therefore paid them and left. 

At first, our ride was delightfully pleasant in the cool 
morning, but gradually the bare desert plains, now monot- 
onously rolling, became insufferably hot and dusty. The 
beautiful view of the Sierra, the goal of our yearnings, 
gradually faded away, obscured by dust, and our field of 
vision was again limited by the desert plains. Soon after 
leaving the plains, we stopped for water at a neat hut, 


” 


where dwelt a real ‘‘o/d mammy,’’ surrounded by little 
darkies. On inquiry I found she was from Jackson County, 
Georgia, and formerly owned by a Mr. Strickland. She 
had come to California since the war. I was really glad to 
see the familiar old face, and hear the familiar low-country 
negro brogue; and she equally glad tosee me. She evi- 
dently did not like California, and seemed to pine after the 
‘*auld country.’’ From this place to Snelling the heat and 
dust was absolutely fearful. We are commencing to rise; 
there is no strong breeze, as on the plains; the heated air 
and the dust rise from the earth and envelop us, man and 
horse, until we can scarcely see each other. After about 
fifteen miles travel, arrived at Snelling at 11:30A.M. Here 
we washed ourselves thoroughly, and took a good meal at 
the hotel, the first meal we have thus taken since leaving 
Oakland. We heartily enjoyed both the cleansing and the 
meal. 

Snelling is the largest and most thriving village we have 
yetseen. It is in the midst of a fine agricultural district. 
It supplies the mining district above, without itself being 
entirely dependent upon that interest. Pleased to notice 
a very nice brick public schoolhouse. The population is 
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probably six or seven hundred. Observed many Chinese 
laborers, hostlers, waiters, etc. 

Continued our ride, 4 P. M., expecting to go only to 
Merced Falls to-night. Country beginning to be quite 
hilly: first, only denudation hills of drift, finely and hori- 
zontally stratified; then, round hills, with sharp, toothlike 
jags of perpendicularly-cleaved slates, standing out thickly 
on their sides. Here we first saw the auriferous slates, and 
here, also, the first gravel diggings. The auriferous gravel 
and pebble deposit underlies the soil of the valleys and 
ravines. About five miles from Snelling we forded the 
Merced River. Here were two roads, one along the river 
and the other over the hills. Two of the young men, 
Pomroy and Bolton, took the road over the hills; the rest 
of us thought that along the river the right one. Called 
after the other two to return, but they thought they were 
right, and proceeded. Went down the river about one-half 
mile below the fall, and camped. About one hour after 
dark, Pomroy and Bolton returned, and joined us at sup- 
per. No straw-bank for bed to-night. On the contrary, 
we camped on the barest, hardest, and bleakest of hills, the 
wind sweeping up the river over us in a perfect gale. 
Nevertheless, our sleep was sound and refreshing. 

I heard to-night, for the first time, of a piece of boyish 
folly — to call it nothing worse — on the part of some of the 
young men, at Ashe’s, yesterday noon. While I was dozing 
under the shed, some of the young men, thinking it, no 
doubt, fine fun, managed to secure and appropriate some 
of the poultry running about in such superfluous abundance 
in the yard. While sitting and jotting down notes under 
the wagon-shed there, I Aad observed Cobb throwing a line 
to some chickens. When I looked up from my note-book, 
I did observe, I now recollect, a mischievous twinkle in his 
coal-black eye, and a slight quiver of his scarcely percepti- 
ble downy moustache, but I thought nothing of it. Soon 
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after I shut up my note-book, and went under a more 
retired shed to doze. It now appears that a turkey and 
several chickens had been bagged. The young rascals 
felicitated themselves hugely upon their good fortune, but, 
unfortunately, last night and this morning we made no 
camp-fire, and to-day at noon we ate at the hotel table; so 
that they have had no opportunity of enjoying their ill- 
gotten plunder until now. 

Captain Soulé and myself have already expressed our- 
selves briefly, but very plainly, in condemnation of such 
conduct. To-night the chickens were served. I said noth- 
ing, but simply, with Soulé and Hawkins, refused the deli- 
cious morsel, and confined myself to bacon. 

Merced Falls is a small village, deriving its importance 
only from a large mill situated on a rapid of the same name. 





Juty 26.— Really feel quite vigorous and refreshed this 
morning. Got up at 4:30 A.M. Again refused fat chicken 
and turkey, though sorely tempted by the delicious fra- 
grance, and ate bacon and dried beef instead. The young 
men have keenly felt this quiet rebuke. I feel sure this 
thing will not occur again. Rode, without any remarkable 
incident, fifteen miles this morning, to the toll-house, on 
the top of a high ridge. Here we nooned, fed our horses, 
and rested until 4 P.M. The country is becoming moun- 
tainous; we are rising the foot-hills. The soil begins to be 
well wooded. The air, though still hot, is more bracing. 
Small game is more abundant. I haye become inured to 
the exercise of riding, and begin really to enjoy the trip. 
We are now on the famous Mariposa Estate. We have, all 
along the road to-day, seen abundant evidence of mining, 
prospecting, etc., but all abandoned. While at the toll- 
house, the young men amused and refreshed themselves by 
bathing in the horse-trough. It was really a fine bathing- 
tub, being about thirty feet long, two feet wide, and two 
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feet deep, and a fine stream of water running through it. 
We really had a pleasant time here. Nevertheless, every 
joy has its corresponding sorrow. We here lost the bag 
containing our cheese and dacon. How it disappeared is, 
and probably always will be, a mystery. There are many 
hounds about the premises; this may furnish a key to the 
investigator.* The keeper of the toll-house is a rich char- 
acter, a regular Paddy, full of fun and humor. 

About 4:30 P. M. started for Mariposa, twelve miles dis- 
tant. Enjoyed greatly the evening ride. Passed through the 
decayed, almost deserted, village of Princeton. Witnessed 
a magnificent sunset; brilliant golden above among the 
distant clouds; nearer clouds purple, shading insensibly 
through crimson and gold into the insufferable blaze of the 
sun itself. Camped near an inn, where we could buy feed 
for our horses, one and one-half miles from Mariposa. 
Unfortunately, no straw-bank here, but we must lie on the 
hard, very hard, ground. Our bacon and cheese being lost, 
it is fortunate that we killed to-day several rabbits, quails, 
doves, etc., which we enjoyed at supper. 


JuLy 27. — After a refreshing night’s rest and a hearty 
breakfast, we started at 6:30 A. M., and created some excite- 
ment in the town of Mariposa, by riding through the streets 
in double file, military-fashion, and under word of com- 
mand. The Captain was in his glory, and his horse seemed 
to sniff the battle. Dismounted at grocery-store and 
bought supplies. Mariposa is now greatly reduced in 
population and importance. It contains from five to six 
hundred inhabitants, but at one time two or three times 
that number. The same decrease is observable in all 
the mining towns of California. Noticed many pleasant 


* Just two years after this event I again with a party passed over this road and 
camped over night at this place. The hounds were still there, and we again lost 
our bacon. This is an additional fact in favor of the hound theory. 
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evidences of civilization: church-spires, water-carts, fire- 
proof stores, etc. 

After about an hour’s detention in Mariposa, we rode on. 
A little way out of town, we stopped to examine a quartz- 
mill. It is about forty horse-power. In the narrow, con- 
fined valleys of the foot-hills, the air is comparatively still, 
and the heat and dust is very great. Both horses and men 
very much worried by a march, this morning, of only four- 
teen miles. I have felt the ride much more to-day than 
yesterday. Stopped for noon meal at De Long’s (near 
White & Hatch) half-way house from Mariposa to Clark’s. 

In order to avoid the heavy toll on the finely graded 
road to Clark’s, we determined to take the very rough and 
steep trail over the Chowchilla Mountain, which now rose 
before us. My advice was to start at 3 P. M., for I still 
remembered Laddsville and the stage station, but the rest 
of the party thought the heat too great. The event proved 
I was right. Started 4:30 P.M. We found the trail much 
more difficult than we expected (we had not yet much expe- 
rience in mountain trails). It seemed to pass directly up 
the mountain, without much regard to angle of declivity. 
In order to relieve our horses, we walked much of the way. 
Two of the party, Linderman and Cobb, stopped to refresh 
themselves at a deliciously cool spring. We gave them 
minute directions concerning the trail, and proceeded. We 
saw no more of them. The trail passes directly over the 
crest of the mountains, and down on the other side. Night 
overtook us when about half down. No moon; onlystarlight. 
The magnificent forests of this region, consisting of sugar- 
pines, yellow pines, and Douglass firs (some of the first 
eight to ten feet in diameter, and two hundred and fifty 
feet high) — grand, glorious by daylight; still grander and 
more glorious in the deepening shades of twilight; grandest 
of all by night— increased the darkness so greatly that it 
was impossible to see the trail. We gave the horses the 
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reins, and let them go. Although in serious danger of 
missing footing, I could not but enjoy the night ride through 
those magnificent forests. These grand old trunks stand 
like giant sentinels about us. Were it not for our horses, 
I would gladly camp here in the glorious forest. But our 
tired horses must be fed. Down, down, winding back and 
forth; still down, down, down, until my back ached and my 
feet burned with the constant pressure on the stirrups. 
Still down, down, down. Is there no end! Have we not 
missed the trail? No Clark’s yet. Down, down, down. 
Thus minute after minute, and, it seemed to us, hour after 
hour, passed away. At last the advanced guard, Hawkins, 
gave the Indian yell: See lights! lights! The whole com- 
pany united in one shout of joy. When we arrived it was 
near 10 P.M. It being so late, we did not cook supper, 
but took supper at Clark’s. Supper over, we turned our 
horses into Clark’s meadow; selected our camp-ground, in 
a magnificent grove of pines one hundred and fifty to two 
hundred feet high; rolled ourselves in our blankets, and 
slept, with the mournful sighing of the pines as our lullaby. 

We have felt some anxiety on account of the young men 
we left on the trail. After arriving at Clark’s we shot off 
our guns and pistols, to attract their attention, thinking they 
might be lost on the mountains. We hope they will come 
in to-morrow. We killed another large rattlesnake to-day 
on the Chowchilla trail. 

JuLy 28.—The missing men, Linderman and Cobb, 
came in this morning, about 10 A.M. They had missed the 
trail, wandered over the mountains, reached a moun- 
taineer’s hut, been cordially received, slept over night, and 
been directed on their road to Clark’s, this morniug. Our 
party is complete again. Our trip, thus far, has been one 
of hardship without reward. It has been mere endurance, 
in the hope of enjoyment. Some enjoyment, it is true,— 
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our camps, our morning and evening rides, our jokes, etc., 
—but nothing in comparison with the dust and heat and 
fatigue. From this time we expect to commence the real 
enjoyment. We are delightfully situated here at Clark’s; 
fine pasture for horses; magnificent grove of tall pines for 
camp; fine river—South Fork of Merced—to swim in; 
delightful air. We determined to stop here two days; one 
for rest and clothes-washing, and one for visiting the Big 
Trees. I have been sufficiently long with the party to 
become well acquainted with all. I have nothing to do, 
to-day, except to wash my clothes. I cannot have a better 
opportunity to describe our party. I do it very briefly. 

We are in ten in number. Each man is dressed in 
strong trousers, heavy boots or shoes, and loose flannel 
shirt; a belt, with pistol and butcher-knife, about the waist; 
and a broad-brimmed hat. All other personal effects (and 
these are made as few as possible) are rolled up in a pair 
of blankets and securely strapped behind his saddle. Thus 
accoutered, we make a formidable appearance, and are 
taken sometimes for a troop of soldiers, but more often for 
a band of cattle or horse drovers. Our camp utensils con- 
sist of two large pans, to mix bread; a camp-kettle, a teapot, 
a dozen tin plates, and ten tin cups; and most important of 
all, two or three frying-pans. The necessary provisions are 
bacon, flour, sugar, tea, and coffee. Whenever we could, 
we bought small quantities of butter, cheese, fresh meat, 
potatoes, etc. Before leaving Oakland we organized 
thoroughly, by electing Soulé as our Captain, and Hawkins 
his Lieutenant, and promised implicit obedience. This 
promise was strictly carried out. All important matters, 
however, such as our route, how long we should stay at 
any place, etc., was decided by vote, the Captain preferring 
to forego the exercise of authority in such matters. 

The names and descriptions of the members of the party 


are as follows:— 
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1. Capt. Frank Soulé.—Strong, well-formed and straight, 
with clear-cut features and handsome face. Mounted ona 
tall, raw-boned, ‘high-stepping dappled-gray, with a high 
head, a high spirit and fine action, he presents a striking 
appearance. He evidently feels his rank, and so does his 
horse. As to the latter 

‘*We shall not need to say what lack 
Of leather was on his back, 
For that was hidden under pad, 
And breech of Knight, galled full as bad.’’ 

2. Lieut. Leander Hawkins.—Strong, thick-set, almost 
herculean in build. Mounted on a fierce, vicious Indian 
pony, as wild as a deer, which he rides with a rope around 
his nose, instead of a bridle, and a blind across the forehead, 
which may be slipped over the eyes at a moment's notice; 
he is evidently a most fearless rider and horse-breaker. 
He is, besides, thoroughly acquainted with camp life and 
mountain life. He is, therefore, the most indispensable man 
in the party. At first he did everything; but he has gradu- 
ally taught us the mysteries of cooking, dishwashing, and, 
above all, packing a horse. He is also treasurer and com- 
missary, and always rides ahead, toward evening, and selects 
camp-ground. Generous almost to a fault, he is ever ready 
to help every one, and really does more work than any 
three in the party. 

3. Myself.—Long and lean and lantern-jawed, and in 
search of romantic adventure, I was sometimes called by 
Linderman, but very secretly, ‘‘Don Quixote.’’ I accept 
the nickname with pleasure, perhaps with pride. I have a 
great respect for the old Don. There was nothing remark- 
able about my horse. A strong, tough, well-made gray, 
both gentle and careful, he was admirably suited for my 
purposes. My function in the party was that of surgeon 
and scientific lecturer. 

4. Everett B. Pomroy.—Short, strong, compact, mus- 
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cular, with high roman nose, close-cropped hair, and coarse 
top-boots; very erect, somewhat grandiose in appearance 
and stilted in language. He is called ‘‘Our Poet.’’ He is 
‘‘A chiel amang us, takin’ notes, and faith he’ll prent it.’’ 
He is mounted on a large mud-colored mustang, with a 
broad, flat head, deep-sunk, vicious eyes, and a sprung 
knee. He stumbles fearfully, and bucks whenever he 
can, but is a tough, serviceable beast, nevertheless. We 
call him ‘‘ Old 67,’’ from a brand on his thigh. Pomroy 
sits astride of this ill-favored, hobbling beast, majestic and 
solemn, like Jupiter Tonans shorn of his ambrosial locks. 
5. Dell Linderman.—Full of wit and infinite humor, 
quick and unfailing at repartee, with a merry twinkle in 
his eye, and a humorous, reddish knob on the end of his 
nose. We call him ‘‘Our Jester.’’ 
a roar. All the nicknames of men and horses are of his 


He keeps our table in 


invention. His own horse is a very stout, logy mare, with 
a very rough gait. He calls her “ Dolly Ann, the Scab- 
grinder.’’ A gun, slung over his shoulder, completes his 
equipment. 

6. George Cobs.— Full of life and spirit, mercurial in 
temperament, with small, merry, coal-black eyes, and 
mouth always laughing and always chattering. He rides a 
neat, trim, round, frisky little mare, which seems well suited 
to him. He carries a splendid repeating rifle, with which 
he often shoots at marks. He is not known to have hit any 
living thing. He wears, also, neat strapped leggings. He 
is the fancy man and amateur sportsman of the party. 

7. jJack Bolton.—Dark, grave, quiet; he rides a strong- 
boned, steady-going, grave-looking horse, of excellent gait 
and qualities. 

8. Charles Phelps. Slender, long-limbed, loose-jointed, 
gothic in structure of body and features, Linderman calls 
him ‘‘Kangaroo.’’ His horse is a thin, slender-limbed, 
weak-looking mare, which in walking wobbles its hinder 
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parts in a serpentine manner. On each side of his unsteady 
beast Phelps’ long legs dangle in a helpless manner. 

9. Charles Stone.—Tall, erect; very long, curved nose; 
very long, straight legs, and very high hips. Linderman 
calls him sometimes ‘‘Crow,’’ from his nose, and sometimes 
‘*Tongs,’’ from his legs. His horse is a pinto iron-gray; 
with whitish, imbecile-looking eyes, head down, nose stuck 
forward, and a straddling, cow-like action of his hind legs in 
trotting. A tough, serviceable beast withal, except that it 
is impossible to cinch a saddle on his cow-like form so 
tightly that it will not slip on his neck in going down hill. 
Linderman calls him ‘Samson Nipper’’; why, I cannot 
tell; but the name seems to us all very expressive. 

10. jim Perkins.—A neat, trim figure, both active and 
strong; a fine face, with well-chiseled features; quiet, 
unobstrusive, gentlemanly. He was mounted on a compact, 
well-built horse, of excellent gait and qualities. 

11. Last, but not least, is ‘‘ Old Pack,’’ as we call our 
pack-horse. A mild-eyed, patient, much-enduring beast, 
steady and careful, with every quality befitting a pack- 
horse. We all conceived a great affection for him. 

Our party was divided into three squads of three each, 
leaving out Hawkins, as he helped everybody, and had 
more duties of his own than any of the rest. Each squad 
of three was on duty three days, and divided the duties of 
cook, dishwasher, and pack among themselves. On arriv- 
ing at our camp-ground, each man unsaddled and picketed 
his horse with a long lariat rope carried on the horn of his 
saddle for this purpose. In addition to this, whoever 
attended to the pack-horse that day, unpacked him, 
laid the bags ready for the cook, and picketed the pack- 
horse. The cook then built a fire (frequently several help- 
ing, for more expedition), brought water and commenced 
mixing dough and baking bread. This was a serious opera- 
tion to make bread for ten, and bake in two frying-pans. 
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First, the flour in a big pan; then yeast-powder; then salt; 
then mix dry; then mix with water to dough; then bake 
quickly; then set up before the fire to keep hot. Then use 
frying-pans for meat, etc. In the mean time, the dishwash 
must assist the cook by drawing tea or coffee. Our first 
attempts at making bread were lamentable failures. Wesoon 
found that the way to make bread was to bake from the top 
as well as the bottom; in fact, we often baked entirely from 
the top, turning it over by flipping it up in the frying-pan, 
and catching it on the other side. Bake them as follows: 
Spread out the dough to fill the frying-pan, one-half inch 
thick, using a round stick for rolling-pin and the bottom of 
bread-pan for biscuit-board; set up the pan, at a steep 
incline, before the fire, by means of a stick. It is better, 
also, to put a few coals beneath, but this is not absolutely 
necessary.* It is the duty, now, of the dishwash to set 
the table. For this purpose a piece of Brussels carpet 
(used during the day to put under the pack-saddle, but not 
next to the horse) is spread on the ground, and the plates 
and cups are arranged around. The meal is then served, 
and each man sits on the ground and uses his own belt- 
knife, and fork, if he has any. After supper we smoke, 
while Dishwash washes up the dishes; then we converse or 
sing, as the spirit moves us, and then roll ourselves in our 
blankets, only taking off our shoes, and sleep. Sometimes 
we gather pine straw, leaves, or boughs, to make the ground 
a little less hard. In the morning, Cook and Dishwash 
get up early, make the fire, and commence the cooking. 
The rest get up a little later, in time to wash, brush hair, 
teeth, etc., before breakfast. We usually finish breakfast by 
6a.M. After breakfast, again wash up dishes and put 
away things, and deliver them to Pack, whose duty it is 
then to pack the pack-horse, and lead it during the day. 


* This account of bread-making anticipates a little. At this time we had not 
yet learned to make it palatable. 
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We could travel much faster but for the pack. The pack- 
horse must go almost entirely in a walk, otherwise his pack 
is shaken to pieces, and his back is chafed, and we only 
lose time in stopping and repacking. By organizing 
thoroughly, dividing the duties and alternating, our party 
gets along in the pleasantest and most harmonious manner. 
After this description, I think what follows will be under- 
stood without difficulty. 

Soon after breakfast this morning, Professors Church 
and Kendrick, of West Point, called at our camp to see 
Soulé and myself. Soulé had been under their tuition, and 
afterwards an assistant teacher at West Point. I found 
them very hearty and cordial in manner, very gentlemanly 
in spirit, polished and urbane, and, of course, very intelli- 
gent. I was really much delighted with them. They had 
just returned from Yosemite, and are enthusiastic in their 
admiration of its wonders. They are going to the Big Trees 
to-day, and return to San Francisco to-morrow. These 
gentlemen, of course, are not taking it in the rough way as 
we are. They are dressed cap-a-pie, and look like civilized 
gentlemen. They seem to admire our rough garb, and we 
are not at all ashamed of it. 

About ten o’clock we all went down to the river, pro- 
vided with soap, and washed underflannels, stockings, 
handkerchiefs, towels, etc. It was really a comical scene. 
I wish our friends in Oakland could have taken a peep— 
the whole party squatting on the rocks on the margin of 
the river, soaping, and scrubbing, and wringing, and hang- 
ing out. After clothes-washing we took a swim in the 
river; then returned to camp, wrote letters home, and ate 
dinner. 

In the afternoon, Professors Church and Kendrick again 
called at our camp and bade us good-by. While preparing 
and eating our supper, two ladies from Oakland, now 
staying at Clark’s, friends of Phelps and Hawkins, called 
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at our camp-fire and were introduced. They seemed much 
amused at our rough appearance, our rude mode of eating, 
and the somewhat rude manners of the young men towards 
each other. Their little petticoated forms, so clean and 
white; their gentle manners; and, above all, their sweet, 
smooth, womanly faces, constrasted, oh! how pleasantly, 
with our own rough, bearded, forked appearance. They 
tasted some of our bread, and pronounced it excellent. 
Ah, the sweet, flattering, deceitful sex! It was really 
execrable stuff; we had not yet learned to make it palatable. 


JuLy 29.—Started for the Big Trees at 7 A.M. Five of 
the party walked, and five rode. I preferred riding, and I 
had no cause to regret it. The trail was very rough, and 
almost the whole way up-mountain; the distance about six 
miles, and around the grove two miles, making fourteen 
miles in all. The walkers were very much heated and 
fatigued, and drank too freely of the ice-cold water of the 
springs. The abundance and excessive coldness of the water 
seem closely connected with the occurrence of these trees. 

My first impressions of the Big Trees were somewhat 
disappointing; but, as I passed from one to another; as, 
with upturned face, I looked along their straight, polished 
shafts, towering to the height of three hundred feet; as I 
climbed up the sides of their prostrate trunks, and stepped 
from end to end; as I rode around the standing trees and 
into their enormous hollows; as we rode through the 
hollows of some of these prostrate trunks, and even chased 
one another on horseback through these enormous, hollow 
cylinders, a sense of their immensity grew upon me. If 
they stood by themselves on a plain, they would be more 
immediately striking. But they are giants among giants. 
The whole forest is filled with magnificent trees, sugar- 
pines, yellow pines, and spruce, eight to ten feet in diameter, 
and two hundred to two hundred and fifty feet high. The 
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Sugar-pine, especially, is a magnificent tree in size, height, 
and symmetry of form. o 

Of all the big trees of this grove, and, therefore, of all 
the trees I have ever seen, the Grizzly Giant impressed me 
most profoundly; not, indeed, by its tallness or its sym- 
metry, but by the hugeness of its cylindrical trunk, and bya 
certain gnarled grandeur, a fibrous, sinewy strength, which 
seems to defy time itself. The others, with their smooth, 
straight, tapering shafts, towering to the height of three 
hundred feet, seemed to me the type of youthful vigor and 
beauty in the plentitude of power and success. But /his, 
with its large, rough, knobbed, battered trunk, more than 
thirty feet in diameter — with top broken off and decayed at 
the height of one hundred and fifty feet— with its great 
limbs, six to eight feet in diameter, twisted and broken — 
seemed to me the type of a great life, decaying, but still 
strong and self-reliant. Perhaps my own bald head and 
grizzled locks — my own top, with its decaying foliage — 
made me sympathize with this grizzled giant; but I found 
the Captain, too, standing with hat in hand, and gazing in 
silent, bare-headed reverence upon the grand old tree. 

We lunched at the Big Trees, rested, examined them 
three or four hours, and then returned to camp. Then went 
down to the creek, and enjoyed a delicious swimming-bath. 
On the way back to camp, stopped at Clark’s, and became 
acquainted with President Mark Hopkins and his family. He 
goes to Yosemite to-morrow. We will see him again. 
After supper, the young men, sitting under the tall pines, 
sang in chorus. The two ladies, already spoken of, hear- 
ing the music, came down to our camp, sat on the ground, 
and joined in the song. Cobb’s noisy tenor, fuller of spirit 
than music, Pomroy’s bellowing baritone, and, especially, 
Stone’s deep, rich, really fine bass, harmonized very 
pleasantly with the thin clearness of the feminine voices. 
I really enjoyed the song and the scene very greatly. 
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Women’s faces and women’s voices, after our rough life, 
and contrasted with our rough forms—ah! how delightful! 
About 9:30 P.M. they left, and we all turned in for the 
night. For an hour I lay upon my back, gazing upwards 
through the tall pines into the dark, starry sky, which 
seemed almost to rest on their tops, and listening to the 
solemn murmurings of their leaves, which, in the silent 
night, seemed like the whisperings of spirits of the air 
above me. 

JuLy 30.—Got up at 4 A.M. My turn to play cook. 
But cooking for ten hungry men, in two frying pans, is no 
play. It requires both time and patience. We did not get 
off until 7 A.M. Captain not very well to-day—too much 
violent exercise and ice-cold water yesterday. Another 
bucking farce this morning. Captain’s horse, it seems, has 
more style and spirit than bottom. He has become badly 
galled, and has been a constant source of annoyance to the 
Captain, since we left. He therefore concluded to leave his 
horse here at Clark’s, to ‘‘ heal him of his grevious wounds,”’ 
and hire a mule, at least while we remain at Yosemite. He 
no sooner mounted than the mule started off in the con- 
trary direction, kicking, and plunging, and jumping stiff- 
legged, until he threw off—not the Captain, indeed, but the 
pack behind the saddle. 

After some delay, however, we started off fairly. No 
more roads hereafter; only steep, rough mountain trails. 
We are heartily glad, for we have no dust. President 
Hopkins and party started off with us. His party con- 
sisted of himself, wife, son, and several other ladies and 
gentlemen, and a guide, numbering in all eight. Our 
party numbered ten and pack. Together, we made a 
formidable cavalcade. The young men were in high spirits. 
They sang and hallooed and cracked jokes the whole way. 


Rode twelve miles, up-hill nearly all the way, and camped 
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for noon at Westfall’s Meadows, over 7,000 feet above sea- 
level. Hopkins’ party went on a mile or two, to Paragoy’s 
(the half-way house to Yosemite), to lunch. In this party 
is a short, stout, round-faced, laughing-eyed, rather pretty, 
young woman, in very short bloomer costume, which 
shows a considerable portion of two very fat legs. Her 
bloomer makes her look still more squat; and to make 
things worse, she cannot forego the fashionable bunch of 
knots and bows and ribbons on or below the waist, 
behind. Altogether, she was an amusing figure. Our 
young men called her ‘‘ Miss Bloomer.’’ The Captain, I 
think, is struck, but he worships, as yet, only at a distance. 

In the afternoon we pushed on, to get our first view of 
Yosemite this evening, from Sentinel Dome and Glacier 
Point. Passing Paragoy’s, I saw a rough-looking man 
standing in an open place, with easel on thumb, and canvas 
before him, alternately gazing on the fine mountain view 
and painting. ‘‘Hello! Mr. Tracy, glad to see you.” 
**Why, Doctor, how do you do? where are you going ?”’ 
‘*Yosemite, the High Sierra, Lake Mono, and Lake 
Tahoe.”’ ‘‘Ah! how I wish I could go with you.’’ After 
a few such pleasant words of greeting and inquiry, I 
galloped on, and overtook our party on the trail to Glacier 
Point. About 5 P. M. we passed a high pile of rocks, called 
Ostrander’s Rocks. The whole trail, from Westfall’s 
Meadows to Glacier Point, is near eight thousand feet high. 
From this rocky prominence, therefore, the view is really 
magnificent. It was our first view of the Peaks and 
Domes about Yosemite, and of the more distant High 
Sierra, and we enjoyed it beyond expression. But there 
are still finer views ahead, which we must see this after- 
noon—yes, this very afternoon. With increasing enthusiasm 
we pushed on until, about 6 P. M., we reached and climbed 
Sentinel Dome. This point is four thousand five hundred 
feet above Yosemite Valley, and eight thousand five hun- 
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dred feet above the sea. The view which here burst upon 
us, of the Valley and the Sierra, it is simply impossible to 
describe. Sentinel Dome stands on the south margin of 
Yosemite, near the point where it branches into three 
cafions. To the left stands El Capitan’s massive perpen- 
dicular wall; directly in front, and distant about one mile, 
Yosemite Falls, like a gauzy veil, rippling and waving with 
a slow, mazy motion; to the right the mighty granite mass 
of Half Dome lifts itself in solitary grandeur, defying the 
efforts of the climber; to the extreme right, and a little 
behind, Nevada Fall, with the cap of Liberty; in the 
distance, innumerable peaks of the High Sierra, con- 
spicuous among which are Cloud’s Rest, Mt. Starr King, 
Cathedral Peak, etc. We remained on the top of this Dome 
more than an hour, to see the sunset. We were well 
repaid—such a sunset I never saw; sucha sunset, combined 
with such a view, I had never imagined. The gorgeous 
golden and crimson in the west, and the exquisitely delicate, 
diffused rose-bloom, tingeing the cloud caps of the Sierra 
in the east, and the shadows of the grand peaks and domes 
slowly creeping up the valley! I can never forget the 
impression. We remained, enjoying this scene, too long to 
think of going to Glacier Point this evening. We therefore 
put this off until morning, and returned on our trail about 
one and a half miles, to a beautiful green meadow, (Hawkins 
had chosen it on his way to Sentinel Dome), and there made 
camp in a grove of magnificent fir-trees (Abies magnifica). 


JuLy 31, SuNDAy. —I got up at peep of day this morning, 
(I am dishwash to-day,) roused the party, started a fire, 
and in ten minutes tea was ready. All partook heartily of 
this delicious beverage, and started on foot to see the sun- 
rise, from Glacier Point. This point is about one and a 
half miles from our camp, about three thousand two hun- 
dred feet above the valley, and forms the salient angle on 
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the south side, just where the valley divides into three. We 
had to descend about eight hundred feet to reach it. We 
arrived just before sunrise. Sunrise from Glacier Point! 
No one can appreciate it who has not seen it. It was our 
good fortune to have an exceedingly beautiful sunrise. 
Rosy-fingered Aurora revealed herself to us, her votaries, 
more bright and charming and rosy than ever before. But 
the great charm was the view of the valley and surrounding 
peaks, in the fresh, cool morning hour and in the rosy light 
of the rising sun; the bright, warm light on the mountain 
tops, and the cool shade in the valley. The shadow of the 
grand Half Dome stretches clear across the valley, while 
its own ‘‘ bald, awful head’’ glitters in the early sunlight. 
To the right, Vernal and Nevada Falls, with their magni- 
ficent, overhanging peaks, in full view; while directly across, 
see the ever-rippling, ever-swaying, gauzy veil of the 
Yosemite Fall, reaching from top to bottom of the opposite 
cliff, two thousand six hundred feet. Below, at a depth of 
three thousand two hundred feet, the bottom of the valley 
lies like a garden. There, right under our noses, are the 
hotels, the orchards, the fields, the meadows (near one of 
these Hawkins even now selects our future camp), the 
forests, and through all the Merced River winds its apparently 
lazy, serpentine way. Yonder, up the Tenaya Cafion, 
nestling close under the shadow of Half Dome, lies Mirror 
Lake, fast asleep, her polished, black surface not yet ruffled 
by the rising wind. I have heard and read much of this 
wonderful valley, but I can truly say I have never imagined 
the grandeur of the reality. 

After about one and a half hour’s rapturous gaze, we 
returned to camp and breakfasted. I had left Glacier Point 
a few minutes before most of the party, as I was dishwash, 
and had, therefore, to help the cook prepare breakfast. At 
breakfast I learned that two of the young men, Cobb and 
Perkins, had undertaken the foolish enterprise of going 
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down into the valley by a cafion just below Glacier Point, 
and returning by 4 P. M. Think of it! three thousand three 
hundred feet perpendicular, and the declivity, it seemed to 
me, about forty-five degrees, in the cafion. 

After breakfast we returned to Glacier Point, and spent 
the whole of the beautiful Sunday morning in the presence 
of grand mountains, yawning chasms, and magnificent falls. 
What could we do better than allow these to preach to us? 
Was there ever so venerable, majestic, and eloquent a 
minister of natural religion as the grand old Half Dome? I 
withdrew myself from the rest of the party and drank in his 
silent teachings for several hours. About 1 P. M. climbed 
Sentinel Dome, and enjoyed again the matchless panoramic 
view from this point, and about 2 P. M. returned to camp. 

Our camp is itself about four thousand feet above the 
valley, and eight thousand above sea-level. By walking 
about one hundred yards from our camp-fire, we get a most 
admirable view of the Sierra, and particularly a most won- 
derfully striking view of the unique form of Half Dome, 
when seen in profile. I enjoyed this view until nearly time 
to saddle up. 

Our plan is to return to Paragoy’s, only seven miles, this 
afternoon, and go to Yosemite to-morrow morning. It is 
3:30 P.M., and the young men who went down into the valley 
have not yet returned. We feel anxious. Will they return, 
or remain in the valley? Shall we remain to-night and wait 
for them, or go on leading their horses, with the expectation 
of meeting them in the valley. Weare to leave at four; we 
must decide soon. These discussions were cut short by the 
appearance of the delinquents themselves, faint with fatigue. 
They had been down, taken dinner, and returned. We 
started immediately for Paragoy’s, where we arrived 6 P. M., 
and camped in a grove on the margin of a fine meadow. 
At Paragoy’s we bought a quarter of mountain mutton. We 
have been living on bacon and bread for some time. The 
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voracity with which we devoured that mutton may be more 
easily imagined than described. 

Ever since we have approached the region of the High 
Sierra, I have observed the great massiveness and grandeur 
of the clouds, and the extreme blueness of the sky. In the 
direction of the Sierra hang always mngnificent piles of 
snow-white cumulus, sharply defined against the deep blue 
sky. These cloud-masses have ever been my delight. I 
have missed them sadly since coming to California, until 
this trip. I now welcome them with joy. Yesterday and 
to-day I have seen, in many places, snow lying on the north- 
ern slopes of the high peaks of the Sierra. 


AucustT 1.— Yosemite to-day! Started as usual, 7 A. M. 
President Hopkins and family go with us. They had stayed 
at Paragoy’s over Sunday. I think we kept Sunday better. 
Glorious ride this morning, through the grand fir 
forests. This is enjoyment, indeed. The trail is tolerably 
good until it reaches the edge of the Yosemite chasm. On 
the trail a little way below this edge there is a jutting point 
called ‘‘Inspiration Point,’’ which gives a good general 
view of the lower end of the valley, including El Capitan, 
Cathedral Rock, and a glimpse of Bridal Veil Fall. After 
taking this view we commenced the descent into the valley. 
The trail winds backward and forward on the almost per- 
pendicular sides of the cliff, making a descent of about three 
thousand feet in three miles. It was so steep and rough 
that we preferred walking most of the way and leading the 
horses. Poor old Mrs. Hopkins, though a heavy old lady, 
was afraid to ride, and therefore walked the whole way. At 
last, 10 A. M., we were down, and the gate of the valley is 
before us, El Capitan guarding it on the left, and Cathedral 
Rock on the right; while over the precipice on the right, 
the silvery gauze of Bridal Veil is seen swaying to and fro. 
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We encamped in a fine forest, on the margin of Bridal 
Veil Meadow, under the shadow of El Capitan, and about 
one-quarter of a mile from Bridal Veil Fall. Turned our 
horses loose to graze, cooked our midday meal, refreshed 
ourselves by swimming in the Merced, and then, 4:30 
P. M., started to visit Bridal Veil. Wehad understood that 
this was the best time to see it. Very difficult clambering 
to the foot of the fall up a steep incline, formed by a pile 
of huge bowlders fallen from the cliff. The enchanting 
beauty and exquisite grace of this fall well repaid us for the 
toil. At the base of the fall there is a beautiful pool. 
Standing on the rocks, on the margin of this pool, right 
opposite the fall, a most perfect unbroken circular rainbow 
is visible. Sometimes it is a double circular rainbow. The 
cliff more than six hundred feet high; the wavy, billowy, 
gauzy veil, reaching from top to bottom; the glorious 
crown, woven by the sun for this beautiful veiled bride,— 
those who read must put these together and form a picture 
for themselves, by the plastic power of the imagination. 

Some of the young men took a swim in the pool and a 
shower-bath under the fall. I would have joined them, but 
I had just come out of the Merced River. After enjoying 
this exquisite fall until after sunset, we returned to camp. 
On our way back, amongst the loose rocks on the stream 
margin, we found and killed another rattlesnake. This is 
the fourth we have killed. 

Hawkins, the enterprising and indefatigable, has been, 
to-day, up to the hotel for supplies. He has returned, 
bringing among other things, a quarter of mutton, and two 
pounds of butter. These, with a due amount of bread, etc., 
scarcely stayed our fierce appetites. After supper we lit 
cigarettes, gathered around the camp-fire and conversed. 
Some question of the relative merits of novelists was 
started, and my opinion asked. By repeated questions I 
was led into quite a disquisition on art and literature, which 
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lasted until bedtime. Before retiring, as usual we piled 
huge logs on the camp-fire; then rolled ourselves in our 
blankets, within reach of its warmth. 

Forming part of the cliff, at the base of Bridal Veil Fall, 
I observed a remarkable mass of dark rock, like diorite, 


veined in the most complicated manner with whitish granite. 
In some places the granite predominates, and incloses 
isolated masses of diorite. 


AvucGustT 2.—Started this morning up the valley. As 
we go, the striking features of Yosemite pass in procession 
before us. On the left, El Capitan, Three Brothers, 
Yosemite Falls; on the right, Cathedral Rock, Cathedral 
Spires, Sentinel Rock. Cathedral Spires really strongly 
remind one of a huge cathedral, with two tall, equal spires, 
five hundred feet high, and several smaller ones. I was 
reminded of old Trinity, in Columbia. But ¢#zs was not 
made with hands, and is over two thousand feet high. 
Stopped at Hutchings’ and took lunch. Here I received 
letters from home. All well, thank God! Here again met 
President Hopkins and party; also our friend Miss Bloomer 
greeted us merrily. Soulé seems deeply smitten, poor 
fellow! We here had our party photographed in costume. 
The photographer is none of the best, but we hope the 
picture will be a pleasure to our friends in Oakland. 

We first tried it on horseback, but found it impossible. 
We must be content to leave out these noble animals. 
Captain is secretly glad—he has left his high-stepping gray 
at Clark’s, and now bestrides a sorry mule. Those ears, 
he thinks, don’t look martial. Now, then, for a striking 
group! 

As the most venerable of the party, my position was in 
the middle, and my bald head, glistening in the sunshine, 
was supposed to give dignity to the group. I was sup- 
ported on either hand by Captain and Perkins, as the 
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handsomest. Dignity supported by beauty—fitting union! 
Beyond these, on one side stood grave Bolton, in stiff atti- 
tude, with his hand resting on Hawkins’ gun; while on the 
other, Linderman, with broad-brimmed hat thrown back, 
and chest thrown forward, and his gun strapped across his 
back, tried in vain to make his humorous face look fierce. 
On the extreme wings, Cobb with his inevitable rifle, and 
Phelps with his loose-jointed legs, struck each a tragic 
attitude. In the foreground, at our feet, were placed the 
other three. Hawkins’ burly bulk, in careless position, 
occupied the middle, while Pomroy gave solemnity to the 
left; and on the right, Stone, reclining on his elbow, gath- 
ered up his long legs to bring them, if possible, within the 
view of the great eye of the camera, and placed his broad- 
brim on his knee, in vain attempts to conceal ‘‘ their utmost 
longitude.’’ Far in the background was the granite wall 
of Yosemite, and the wavy, white waters of the fall. The 
result is seen in the frontispiece. 

In the afternoon went on up the valley, and again the 
grand procession commences. On the left, Royal Arches, 
Washington Column, North Dome; on the right, Sentinel 
Dome, Glacier Point, Half Dome. We pitched our camp 
in a magnificent forest, near a grassy meadow (the same 
Hawkins had selected from Glacier Point yesterday), on 
the banks of Tenaya Fork, and under the shadow of our 
venerated preacher and friend, the Half Dome, with also 
North Dome, Washington Column, and Glacier Point in 
full view. 

After unsaddling and turning loose our horses to graze, 
and resting a little, we went up the Tenaya Cajion about one 
and a half miles, to Mirror Lake, and took a swimming bath. 
The scenery about this lake is truly magnificent. The 
cliffs of Yosemite here reach the acme of imposing gran- 
deur. On the south side the broad face of South Dome 
rises almost from the water, a sheer precipice, near five 
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thousand feet perpendicular; on the north side, North 
Dome, with its finely rounded head, to an almost equal 
height. Down the cafion, to the west, the view is blocked 
by the immense cliffs of Glacier Point and Washington 
Column; and up the cafion, to the east, the cliffs of the 
Tenaya Cafion, and Clouds’ Rest, and the peaks of the 
Sierra in the background. On returning to camp, as we 
expected to remain here for several days, we carried with 
us a number of ‘‘shakes’’ (split boards), and constructed 
a very good table, around which we placed logs for seats. 
We cooked our supper, sat around our rude board, and 
enjoyed our meal immensely. After supper, sat around 
our camp-fire, smoked our cigarettes, and sang in chorus 
until 9:30 P. M., then rolled ourselves, chrysalis-like, in our 
blanket cocoons, and lay still until morning. 

Already I observe two very distinct kinds of structure 
in the granite of this region, which, singly or combined, 
determine all the forms about this wonderful valley. These 
two kinds of structure are the concentric structure, on an 
almost inconceivably grand scale; and a rude, columnar 
structure, or perpendicular cleavage, also on a grand scale. 
The disintegration and exfoliation of the granite masses of 
the concentric structures give rise to the bald, rounded 
domes; the structure itself is well seen on Sentinel Dome, 
and especially in the Royal Arches. The columnar struc- 
ture, by disintegration, gives rise to Washington Column, 
and the sharp peaks, like Sentinel Rock and Cathedral 
Spires. Both these structures exist in the same granite, 
though the one or the other may predominate. In a// the 
rocks about Yosemite there is a tendency to cleave perpen- 
dicularly. In addition to this, in many there is also a 
tendency to cleave in concentric layers, giving rise to dome- 
like forms. Both are well seen combined in the grand mass 
of Half Dome. The perpendicular face-wall of this dome 


is the result of the perpendicular cleavage. Whatever may 
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be our theory of the formation of Yosemite chasm and the 
perpendicularity of its cliffs, we must not leave out of view 
this tendency to perpendicular cleavage. I observe, too, 
that the granite here is very coarse-grained, and disintegrates 
into dust with great rapidity. 

I observed, to-day, the curious straw- and grass-covered 
stacks in which the Indians store and preserve their supplies 


of acorns. 


AuGusT 3.—This has been to mea day of intense enjoy- 
ment. Started off this morning, with six others of the party, 
to visit Vernal and Nevada Falls. There are many Indians 
in the valley. We do not think it safe to leave our camp.* 
We therefore divide our party every day, a portion keeping 
guard. Soulé, Phelps, and Perkins were camp-guard to-day. 

The Vernal and Nevada Falls are formed by the Merced 
River itself; the volume of water, therefore, is very consider- 
able in all seasons. The surrounding scenery, too, is far finer, 
I think, than that of any other fall in the valley. The trail 
is steep and very rough, ascending nearly two thousand feet 
to the foot of Nevada Fall. To the foot of Verna! Fall, 
the trail passes through dense woods, close along the banks 
of the Merced, which here rushes down its steep channel, 
forming aseries of rapids and cascades of enchanting beauty. 
We continued our way on horseback, until it seemed almost 
impossible for horses to go any farther; we then dismounted, 
unsaddled and hitched our horses, and proceeded on foot. 
We afterwards discovered that we had already gone over 
the worst part of the trail to the foot of Vernal Fall before 
we hitched; we should have continued on horseback to the 
refreshment cabin at the foot of Vernal Fall. We arrived 
at the refreshment cabin very much heated, and took some 


refreshment before proceeding. Here we again saw the 


* We learned afterwards that we might have left the camp unguarded with 


periect saiety. 
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bright face, the laughing eyes, and fat legs of Miss Bloomer, 
which were also a very great refreshment. Alas for Cap- 
tain! he is not with us to-day. 

The Vernal Fall is an absolutely perpendicular fall of 
four hundred feet, surrounded by the most glorious scenery 
imaginable. The exquisite greenness of the trees, the grass, 
and the moss renders the name peculiarly appropriate. The 
top of the fall is reached by step-ladder, which ascends the 
absolutely perpendicular face of the precipice. From the 
top the view is far grander than from below; for we take 
in the fall and the surrounding scenery at one view. An 
immense natural parapet of rock rises, breast-high, above the 
general surface of the cliff, near the fall. Here one can 
stand securely, leaning on the parapet, and enjoy the magni- 
ficent view. The river pitches, at our very feet, over a 
precipice four hundred feet high, into a narrow gorge, 
bounded on either side by cliffs such as are seen nowhere 
except in Yosemite, and completely blocked in front by the 
massive cliffs of Glacier Point, three thousand two hundred 
feet high; so that it actually seems to pitch into an amphi- 
theater, with rocky walls higher than its diameter. Oh! 
the glory of the view! —the emerald green and snowy white 
of the falling water; the dizzying leap into the yawning 
chasm; the roar and foam and spray of the deadly strug- 
gle with rocks below; the deep green of the somber pines, 
and the exquisitely fresh and lively green of grass, ferns, and 
moss, wet with eternal spray; the perpendicular rocky walls, 
rising far above us toward the blue arching sky. As I 
stood there, gazing down into the dark and roaring chasm, 
and up into the clear sky, my heart swelled with gratitude 
to the Great Author of all beauty and grandeur. 

After enjoying this view until we could spare no more time, 
we went on about one-half mile to the foot of Nevada Fall. 
Mr. Pomroy and myself mistook the trail, and went up the 
left side of the river to the foot of the fall. To attain this 
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point we had to cross two roaring cataracts, under circum- 
stances of considerable danger, at least to any but those 
who possess steady nerves. We finally succeeded in clam- 
bering to the top of a huge bowlder, twenty feet high, 
immediately in front of the walls, and only thirty or forty 
feet from it. Here, stunned by the roar, and blinded by 
the spray, we felt the full power and grandeur of the fall. 
From this place we saw, and greeted with Indian yell, our 
companions on the other side of theriver. After remaining 
here an hour, we went a little down the stream and crossed 
to the other side, and again approached the fall. The view 
from this, the right side, is the one usually taken. It is 
certainly the finest scenic view, but the power of falling 
water is felt more grandly from the nearer view on the other 
side. The lover of intense ecstatic emotion will prefer the 
latter; the lover of quiet scenic beauty will prefer the 
former. The poet will seek inspiration in the one, and the 
painter in the other. 

The Nevada Fall is, I think, the grandest I have ever 
seen. The fall is six hundred to seven hundred feet high. 
It is not an absolutely perpendicular leap, like Vernal, but 
is all the grander on that account; as, by striking several 
ledges in its downward course, it is beaten into a volume of 
snowy spray, ever-changing in form, and impossible to 
describe. From the same cause, too, it has a slight, S-like 
curve, which is exquisitely graceful. But the magnificence 
of the Yosemite cascades, especially of Vernal and Nevada 
Falls, is due principally to the accompanying scenery. See 
Cap of Liberty and its fellow peak, rising perpendicular, 
tall and sharp, until actually (I speak without exaggeration) 
the intense blue sky and masses of white clouds seem to 
rest supported on their summits. The actual height above 
the fall is, I believe, about two thousand feet. 

About 3 P. M. started on our return. There is a beauti- 
ful pool, about three hundred feet long and one hundred and 
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fifty to two hundred feet wide, immediately above the Ver- 
nal Fall. Into this pool the Merced River rushes as a 
foaming rapid, and leaves it only to precipitate itself over 
the precipice, as the Vernal Fall. The fury with which the 
river rushes down a steep incline, into the pool, creates 
waves like the sea. On returning, all of us who were good 
swimmers refreshed ourselves by swimming in this pool. I 
enjoyed the bath immensely; swam across, played among 
the waves, contended with the swift current, shouted and 
laughed like the veriest boy of them all. The water was of 
course very cold, but we have become accustomed to this. 
On coming out of my bath, I took one final look over the 
rocky parapet, over the fall, and into the yawing chasm 
below. 

Returned to camp 5 P. M., fresh and vigorous, and with 
a keen appetite for supper. After enjoying that most 
important meal, as usual, we gathered around our camp-fire, 
sat on the ground, and the young men sang in chorus. 


AuGusT 4.—This has been to me an uneventful day; I 
stayed in camp to-day as one of the camp-guard, while the 
camp-guard of yesterday visited the Vernal and Nevada 
Falls. I have lolled about camp, writing letters home, 
sewing on buttons, etc.; but most of the time in a sort of 
day-dream—a glorious day-dream in the presence of this 
grand nature. Ah! this free life in the presence of great 
Nature, is indeed delightful. There is but one thing greater 
in this world; one thing after which, even under the shadow 
of this grand wall of rock, upon whose broad face and sum- 
mit line projected against the clear blue sky with upturned 
face I now gaze; one thing after which even now I sigh 
with inexpressible longing, and that is Home and Love. A 
loving human heart is greater and nobler even than the 
grand scenery of Yosemite. In the midst of the grandest 
scenes of yesterday, while gazing alone upon the falls and 
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the stupendous surrounding cliffs, my heart filled with 
gratitude to God and love to the dear ones at home; my 
eyes involuntarily overflowed, and my hands clasped in 
silent prayer. 

In the afternoon we took our usual swim in the Mirror 
Lake; after which, of course, supper and bed. 


AucGusTt 5.—To-day to Yosemite Falls. This was the 
hardest day’s experience yet. We thought we had 
plenty of time, and therefore started late. Stopped a 
moment at the foot of the falls, at a saw-mill, to make 
inquiries. Here found a man in rough miller’s garb, whose 
intelligent face and earnest, clear blue eye, excited my 
interest. After some conversation, discovered that it was 
Mr. Muir, a gentlemen of whom I had heard much from 
Mrs. Prof. Carr and others. He had also received a letter 
from Mrs, Carr, concerning our party, and was looking for 
us. We were glad to meet each other. I urged him to go 
with us to Mono, and he seemed disposed to do so. 

We first visited the foot of the lower fall, which is about 
four hundred feet perpendicular, and after enjoying it for a 
half hour or more, returned to the mill. It was now nearly 
noon. Impossible to undertake the difficult ascent to the 
upper fall without lunch; I therefore jumped on the first 
horse I could find (mine was unsaddled) and rode to Mr. 
Hutchings’ and took a hearty lunch, to which Mr. Hutch- 
ings insisted upon adding a glass of generous California 
wine. On returning, found the rest of the party at the mill. 
On learning my good fortune, they also went and took 
lunch. 

We now commenced the ascent. We first clambered up 
a mere pile of loose débris (talus), four hundred feet high, 
and inclined at least 45° to 50°. We had to keep near to 
one another, for the bowlders were constantly loosened by 
the foot, and went bounding down the incline until they 
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reached the bottom. Heated and panting, we reached the 
top of the lower fall, drank, and plunged our heads in the 
foaming water until thoroughly refreshed. After remaining 
here nearly an hour, we commenced the ascent to the foot 
of the upper fall. Here the clambering was the most 
difficult and precarious I have ever tried; sometimes climb- 
ing up perpendicular rock faces, taking advantage of cracks 
and clinging bushes; sometimes along joint-cracks, on the 
dizzy edge of fearful precipices; sometimes over rock faces 
so smooth and highly inclined that we were obliged to go 
on hands and knees. In many places a false step would be 
fatal. There was no trail at all; only piles of stones here 
and there, to mark the best route. But when at last we 
arrived, we were amply repaid for our labor. Imagine a 
sheer cliff, sixteen hundred feet high, and a stream pouring 
over it. Actually, the water seems to fall out of the very 
sky itself. As I gaze upwards now, there are wisps of 
snowy cloud just on the verge of the precipice above; the 
white spray of the dashing cataract hangs, also, apparently 
almost motionless on the same verge. It is difficult to dis- 
tinguish wisps of spray from wisps of cloud. So long a 
column of water and spray is swayed from side to side by 
the wind; and, also, as in all falls, the resistance of the 
rocks at the top, and of the air in the whole descent, pro- 
duces a billowy motion. The combination of these two 
motions, both so conspicuous in this fall, is inexpressibly 
graceful. When the column swayed far to the left, we ran 
by on the right, and got behind the fall, and stood gazing 
through the gauzy veil, upon the cliffs on the opposite side 
of the valley. At this season of the year the Yosemite 
Creek is much diminished in volume. It strikes slightly 
upon the face of the cliff, about midway up. In the spring 
and autumn, when the river is full, the fall must be grand 
indeed. It is then a clear leap of sixteen hundred feet, and 
the pool which it has hollowed out for itself, in the solid 
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granite, is plainly visible twenty to thirty feet in advance of 
the place on which it now falls. 

We met here, at the foot of the fall, a real typical speci- 
men of a live Yankee. He has, he says, a panorama of 
Yosemite, which he expects to exhibit in the Eastern cities. 
It is evident that he is ‘‘doing’’ Yosemite only for the pur- 
pose of getting materials of lectures to accompany his exhi- 
bitions. 

Coming down, in the afternoon, the fatigue was less, but 
the danger much greater. We were often compelled to 
slide down the face of rocks ina sitting posture, to the great 
detriment of the posterior portion of our trowsers. Reached 
bottom at half-past five Pp. M. Here learned from Mr. Muir 
that he would certainly go to Mono with us. We were 
much delighted to hear this. Mr. Muir is a gentleman of 
rare intelligence, of much knowledge of science, particu- 
larly of botany, which he has made a specialty. He has 
lived several years in the valley, and is thoroughly acquainted 
with the mountains in the vicinity. A man of so much 
intelligence tending a saw mill!—not for himself, but for 
Mr. Hutchings. This is California! 

After arranging our time of departure from Yosemite 
with Mr. Muir, we rode back to camp. I enjoyed greatly 
the ride to camp, in the cool of the evening. The evening 
view of the valley was very fine, and changing at every 
step. Just before reaching our camp, there is a partial 
distant view of the Illilouette Fall —the only one I know 
of in the valley. Many of the party seem wearied this 
evening. For myself, I feel fresh and bright. We were 
all, however, sound asleep by 8 P. M.* 


* Our party did not visit the Illilouette Fall, but on a subsequent trip to 
Yosemite I didso. The following is a brief description, taken from my journal, 
which I introduce here in order to complete my account of the falls of this won- 
drous valley. 

AuGuST 15, 1872.—Started with Mr. Muir and my nephew Julian, to visit 
Illilouette Falls. Hearing that there was no trail, and that the climb is more diffi- 
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AucGustT 6.—Slept late this morning. Some of the party 
stiff and sore; I am all right. The camp-guard of yester- 
day visited Yosemite Falls to-day, and we stayed in camp. 
Visited Mirror Lake this morning to see the fine reflection 
of the surrounding cliffs in its unruffled waters, in the early 
morning. Took a swim in the lake; spent the rest of the 
morning washing clothes, writing letters, and picking and 
eating raspberries in Lamon’s Garden. 

To a spectator the clothes-washing forms a very interest- 
ing scene. To see us all sitting down on the rocks, on the 
banks of the beautiful Tenaya River, scrubbing, and wring- 
ing, and hanging out! It reminds one of the exquisite 
washing scene of Princess Nausicaa and her damsels, or of 
Pharoah’s daughter and her maids. Change the sex, and 
where is the inferiority in romantic interest in our case? 
Ah! the sex! yes, this makes all the difference between the 


cult even than that to the Upper Yosemite, the rest of the party dacked out. We 
rode up the Merced, on the Vernal Fall trail, taghe junction of the Illilouette Fork. 
Here we secured our horses and proceeded on foot up the cafion. The rise, from this 
to the foot of the falls, is twelve hundred to fifteen hundred feet. The whole cafion 
is literally filled with huge rock fragments—often hundreds of tons in weight— 
brought down from the cliffs at the fall. The scramble up the steep ascent over 
these bowlders was extremely difficult and fatiguing. Oftentimes the creek bed 
was utterly impracticable, and we had to climb high up the sides of the gorge and 
down again. But we were gloriously repaid for our labor. There are beauties 
about this fall which are peculiar, and simply incomparable. It was to mea new 
experience, and a peculiar joy. The volume of water, when I saw it, was several 
times greater than either Yosemite or Bridal Veil. The stream plunges into a nar- 
row chasm, bounded on three sides by perpendicular walls nearly one thousand 
feet high. The height of the fall is six hundred feet. Like Nevada, the fall is not 
absolutely perpendicular, but strikes about half-way down on the face of the cliff. 
But instead of striking on projecting ledges and being thus deaten into a great 
volume of foam, as in the latter, it g/ides uver the somewhat even surface of the 
rock, and is woven into the most exquisite lacework, with edging fringe and pend- 
ent tassels, ever-changing and ever-delighting. It is simply impossible even to 
conceive, much less to describe, the exquisite delicacy and tantalizing beauty of 
the ever-changing forms. The effect produced is not tumultuous excitement, or 
ecstasy, like Nevada, but simple, pure, almost childish delight. Now asI sit ona 
great bowlder, twenty feet high, right in front of the fall, see! the midday sun shoots 
its beams through the myriad water-drops which leap from the top of the cascade 
as it strikes the edge of the cliff. As I gaze upwards, the glittering drops seem to 
pause a moment high in the air and then descend like a glorious star-shower. 
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ideal and common— between poetry and prose. If it 
were only seven beautiful women, in simple attire, and I, 
like Ulysses, a spectator just waked from sleep by their 
merry peals of laughter! But seven rough, bearded fellows! 
think of it! We looked about us, but found no little Moses in 
the bullrushes. So we must e’en take Mr. Muir and Hawkins 
to lead us through the wilderness of the High Sierra. 

In the afternoon we moved camp to our previous camp- 
ing-ground at Bridal Veil meadow. We were really sorry 
to break up our camp on Tenaya Creek. We have had 
delightful times here. We called it University Camp. Soon 
after leaving camp, Soulé and myself, riding together, heard 
a hollow rumbling, then a crashing sound. ‘‘Is it thunder 
or earthquake?’’ Looking up quickly, the white streak 
down the cliff of Glacier Point, and the dust there rising 
from the valley, revealed the fact that it was the falling of a 
huge rock mass from Glacier Point. 

We rode down in the cool of the evening, and by moon- 
light. Took leave of our friends zz the valley —McKee and 
his party, Mr. and Mrs. Hutchings, Mrs. Yelverton, Miss 
Bloomer (whom we again met, and with whom Captain 
exchanged photographs); sad leave of our friends, now 
dear friends, of the valley; the venerable and grand Old 
South Dome under whose shadow we had camped so long; 
North Dome, Washington Column, Royal Arches, Glacier 
Point; then Yosemite Falls, Sentinel Rock, Three Broth- 
ers. By this time night had closed in, but the moon was 
near full, and the shadows of Cathedral Spires and Cathe- 
dral Rock lay across our path, while the grand rock mass of 
E] Capitan shone gloriously white in the moonlight. The 
ride was really enchanting to all, but affected us differently. 
The young men rode ahead, singing in chorus. / lagged 
behind, and enjoyed it in silence. The choral music, mel- 
lowed by distance, seemed to harmonize with the scene, and 
to enhance its holy stillness. 
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About half-past eight Pp. M. we encamped on the western 
side of Bridal Veil meadow. After supper we were in fine 
spirits, contended with each other in gymnastic exercises, 
etc. Then gathered hay, made a delightful, fragrant bed, 
and slept dreamlessly. 

At Mr. Hutchings’ I again received letters from home— 
very happy to know that they are all well. 


AucGust 7.—SuNpDay.—Got up late—6 A. M.—as is com- 
mon everywhere on this day of rest. Now, about to leave 
for Mono, Captain must have his horse or he cannot accom- 
pany us. He only hired the mule while in Yosemite. Mr. 
Perkins volunteered to ride the mule back to Clark’s and 
bring Captain’s horse. He started very early this morning, 
and hopes to be back by bedtime. 

About 11 A. M. took a quiet swim in the river; for we 
think a clean skin is next in importance to a pure heart. 
During the rest of the morning I sat and enjoyed the fine 
view of the opening or gate of the valley, from the lower 
side of the meadow. There stands the grand old El Capitan 
in massive majesty on the left, and Cathedral Rock and the 
Veiled Bride on the right. I spent the morning with this 
scene before me. While sitting here I again took out my 
little sewing-case and darned my trowsers, a little broken by 
my experiments in sliding, day before yesterday. God bless 
the dear thoughtful one who provided me with this neces- 
sary article! God bless the little fingers which arranged 
these needles and wound so neatly the thread! May God’s 
choicest blessings rest on the dear ones at home! May He, 
the Infinite Love, keep them in health and happiness until 
I return! Surely, absence from home is sometimes necessary 
to make us feel the priceless value of loving hearts. 

There is considerable breeze to-day; and now, while I 
write, the Bride’s veil is wafted from side to side, and some- 
times lifted until I can almost see the blushing face of the 
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Bride herself—the beautiful spirit of the falls. But whose 
bride? Is it old El Capitan? Strength and grandeur united 
with grace and beauty! Fitting union! 

At 3 P. M. went again alone to the lower side of the 
meadow, and sat down before the gate of the valley. From 
this point I look directly through the gate and up the valley. 
There again, rising to the very skies, stands the huge mass 
of El] Capitan on one side, and on the other the tower- 
ing peak of the Cathedral, with the veiled Bride retiring a 
little back from the too ardent gaze of admiration ; then the 
cliffs of Yosemite, growing narrower and lower on each side, 
beyond. Conspicuous, far in the distance, see! old South 
Dome and Cloud’s Rest. The sky is perfectly serene, except 
heavy masses of snow-white cumulus, sharply defined 
against the deep blue of the sky, filling the space beyond 
the gate. The wavy motion of the Bride’s veil, as I gaze 
steadfastly upon it, drowses my sense; I sit in a kind of 
delicious dream, the scenery unconsciously mingling with 
my dream. 

5 P.M. Went, all of us, this afternoon, to visit the Bride. 
Saw again the glorious crown set by the sun upon her beau- 
tiful head. Swam in the pool at her feet. Tried to get a 
peep beneath the veil, but got pelted beyond endurance 
with water-drops, by the little fairies which guard her 
beauty, for my sacreligious rudeness. Nevertheless, came 
back much exhilarated, and feeling more like a boy than I 
had felt for many, many years. 

Perkins returned with Captain’s horse, to supper. 

8 p.m. After supper, went again alone into the meadow, 
to enjoy the moonlight view. The moon is long risen, and 
‘*near her highest noon,’’ but not yet visible in this deep 
valley, although I am sitting on the extreme northern side. 
Cathedral Rock and the snowy veil of the Bride, and the 
whole right side of the cafion, is in deep shade, and its 
serried margin strongly relieved against the bright moonlit 
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sky. On the other side are the cliffs of El Capitan, snow- 
white in the moonlight. Above all arched the deep black 
sky, studded with stars gazing quietly downward. Here, 


under the black arching sky and before the grand cliffs of 
Yosemite, I lifted my heart in humble worship to the great 
God of Nature. 


AucGust 8.—To-day we leave Yosemite; we therefore 
get up very early, intending to make an early start. I go 
out again into the meadow, to take a final farewell view of 
Yosemite. The sun is just rising ; wonderful, warm, trans- 
parent golden light, (like Bierstadt’s picture, ) on El Capi- 
tan ; the whole other side of the valley in deep, cool shade ; 
the bald head of South Dome glistening in the distance. 
The scene is magnificent. 

But see! just across the Merced River from our camp, a 
bare trickling of water from top to bottom of the perpen- 
dicular cliff. I have not thought it worth while to mention 
it before ; but this is the Fall called the Virgin's Tears. 
Poor Virgin! she seems fasseé; her cheeks are seamed, 
and channeled, and wrinkled ; she wishes she was a Bride, 
too, and had a veil: so near El Capitan, too, but he will not 
look that way. Iam sorry I have neglected to sing her 
praises. 

We experienced some delay in getting off this morning. 
Our horses have feasted so long on this meadow that they 
seem disinclined to be caught. Pomroy’s ill-favored beast, 
Old 67, gave us much trouble. He had to be lassoed at 
last. We forded the river immediately at our camp. Found 
it so deep and rough, that several of the horses stumbled 
and fell down. We now took Coulterville trail; up, up, up, 
backwards and forward, up, up, up the almost perpendicu- 
lar side of the cafion below the gate. The trail often runs 
on a narrow ledge, along the almost perpendicular cliff. A 
stumble might precipitate both horse and rider one thousand 
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feet, to the bottom of the chasm. But the horses know 
this as well as we. They are very careful. About the 
place where Mono trail turns sharp back from Coulterville 
trail, Mr. Muir overtook us. Without him we would have 
experienced considerable difficulty, for the trail being now 
little used, except by shepherds, is very rough, and so 
blind that it is almost impossible to find it, or having found, 
to keep it. My horse cast two of his shoes to-day. Yet 
I had examined them before leaving Yosemite, and found 
them all right. 

Made about fourteen miles, and about 2 Pp. M. reached a 
meadow near the top of Three Brothers. Here we 
camped for the night in a most beautiful grove of fir — Adies 
concolor and magnifica; chose our sleeping-places; cut 
branches of spruce and made the most delightful elastic and 
aromatic beds, and spread our blankets in preparation for 
night. After dinner, lay down on our blankets, and gazed 
up through the magnificent tall spruces into the deep blue 
sky and the gathering masses of white clouds. Mr. Muir 
gazes and gazes, and cannot get his fill. He is a most pas- 
sionate lover of nature. Plants, and flowers, and forests, and 
sky, and clouds, and mountains, seem actually to haunt his 
imagination. He seems to revel in the freedom of this 
life. I think he would pine away in a city or in conven- 
tional life of any kind. He is really not only an intelligent 
man, as I saw at once, but a man of strong, earnest nature, 
and thoughtful, closely observing and original mind. I have 
talked much with him to-day about the probable manner 
in which Yosemite was formed. He fully agrees with me 
that the peculiar cleavage of the rock is a most important 
point, which must not be left out of account. He farther 
believes that the valley has been wholly formed by causes 
still in operation in the Sierra —that the Merced Glacier and 
the Merced River and its branches, when we take into con- 
sideration the peculiar cleavage, and also the rapidity with 
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which the fallen and falling bowlders from the cliffs are dis- 
integrated into dust, has done the whole work. The perpen- 
dicularity is the result of cleavage; the want of talus is the 
result of the rapidity of disintegration, and the recency of 
the disappearance of the glacier. I differ with him only in 
attributing far more to pre-glacial action. I may, I 
think, appropriately introduce here my observations on the 
evidence of glacial action in Yosemite. 

It is well known that a glacier once came down the 
Tenaya Cafion. I will probably see abundant evidences of 
this high up this cafion, to-morrow and next day. That 
this glacier extended into the Yosemite has been disputed, 
but is almost certain. Mr. Muir also tells me that at the 
top of Nevada Fall there are unmistakable evidences 
(polishings and scorings) of a glacier. There is no doubt, 
therefore, that anciently a glacier came down each of these 
cafions. Did they meet and form a Yosemite glacier? 
From the projecting rocky point which separates the Tenaya 
from Nevada Cajion, there is a pile of bowlders and débris 
running out into the valley, near Lamon’s garden, like 
a continuation of the point. Mr. Muir thinks this unmis- 
takably a medial moraine, formed by the union of the 
Tenaya and Nevada glaciers. I did not examine it care- 
fully. Again, there are two lakes in the lower Tenaya 
Cafion, viz., Mirror Lake and a smaller lake lower down. 
Below Mirror Lake, and again below the smaller lake, 
there is an immense heap of bowlders and rubbish. Are 
not these piles terminal moraines, and have not the lakes 
been formed by the consequent damming of the waters of 
the Tenaya? These lakes are filling up. It seems probable 
that the meadow, also, on which we camped, has been 
formed in the same way, by a moraine just below the 
meadow, marked by a pile of débris there, also. Whether 
the succession of meadows in the Yosemite, of which the 
Bridal Veil meadow is the lowest, have been similarly 
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formed, requires and really deserves further investigation. 
I strongly incline to the belief that they have been, and that 
a glacier once filled Yosemite. I observed other evidences, 
but I must visit this valley again, and examine more care- 
fully. 

After discussing these high questions with Mr. Muir for 
some time, we walked to the edge of the Yosemite chasm, 
and out on the projecting point of Three Brothers, called 
Eagle Point. Here we had our last, and certainly one of the 
most magnificent views of the valley and the High Sierra. 
I can only name the points which are in view, and leave the 
reader to fill out the picture. As we look up the valley, to 
the near left is the Yosemite Falls, but not a very good view; 
then Washington Column, North Dome; then grand old 
South Dome. The view of this grand feature of Yosemite is 
here magnificent. It is seen in half profile. Its rounded 
head, its perpendicular rock face, its towering height, and 
its massive proportions are well seen. As the eye travels 
round to the right, next comes the Nevada Fall (Vernal is 
not seen); then in succession the peaks on the opposite side 
of the valley; Glacier Point, Sentinel Dome, Sentinel Rock, 
Cathedral Spires, and Cathedral Rock; then, crossing the 
valley, and behind us, is El Capitan. In the distance, the 
peaks of the Sierra, Mt. Hoffman, Cathedral Peak, Cloud’s 
Rest, Mt. Starr King, Mt. Clark, and Ostrander’s Rocks 
are seen. Below, the whole valley, like a green carpet, and 
Merced River, like a beautiful vine, winding through. We 
remained and enjoyed the view by sunlight, by twilight, and 
by moonlight. We then built a huge fire, on the extreme 
summit. Instantly answering fires were built in almost every 
part of the valley. We shouted and received answer. We 
fired guns and pistols, and heard reports in return. I 
counted the time between flash and report, and found it 
g-10 seconds. This would make the distance about two 
miles, in an air line. 
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About 8 P.M. went back to camp and supper, and imme- 
diately after, to bed. During the night some of the horses, 
not having been staked, wandered away, and some of the 
party, Soulé, Hawkins, and Cobb, were out two hours, 
recovering them. They found them several miles on their 
way back to the fat pasture of Bridal Veil meadow. My 
own horse had been securely staked. On my fragrant, 
elastic bed of spruce boughs, and wrapped head and ears in 
my blankets, I knew nothing of all this until morning. 

Coming out of the Yosemite to-day, Mr. Muir pointed 
out to me, and I examined, the Torreya. Fruit solitary, at 
extreme end of spray, nearly the color, shape, and size ofa 
green-gage plum, and yet a conifer. The morphology of 
the fruit would be interesting. 

AucGusT 9.—Got up at daybreak this morning much 
refreshed. I am cook again to-day. My bread this morn- 
ing was voted excellent. Indeed, it was as light and spongy 
as any bread I ever ate. About 12 M. we saw a shepherd’s 
camp, and rode up in hopes of buying a sheep. No one 
at home, but there is much sheep meat hanging about and 
drying. As we came nearer, a delicious fragrance assailed 
our nostrils, and set our salivaries in action. ‘‘A premoni- 
tory moistening overflowed my nether lip.’’ What could 
it be? Here is a pot nearly buried in the hot ashes, and 
closely covered. Wonder what is in it? Let ussee. On 
removing the cover, a fragrant steam arose, which fairly 
overcame the scruples of several of the party. Mutton stew, 
deliciously seasoned! Mr. Muir, who had been a shepherd 
himself, and had attended sheep here last year, and became 
thoroughly acquainted with shepherds’ habits, assured us 
that we might eat without compunction — that the shepherd 
would be pleased rather than displeased — that they had 
more mutton than they knew what to do with. Upon this 
assurance we fell to, for we were very hungry, and the stew 
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quickly disappeared. We all declared, and will always 
believe, that there never was such mutton stew made in this 
world before. While we were yet wiping our mustaches 
(such as had that ornament), the shepherd appeared, and 
was highly amused and pleased at our extravagant praises 
of his stew. Our appetites were, however, not yet half 
appeased. We went ona little farther and stopped for noon 
at a small open meadow. While I was cooking dinner, 
Hawkins bought and butchered a fat sheep. There are 
thousands of sheep in this region. We expect to live upon 
mutton until we cross the Sierras. 

This afternoon we went on to Lake Tenaya. The trail 
is very blind, in most places detectable only by the blazing 
of trees, and very rough. We traveled most of the way on 
a high ridge. When about two miles of our destination, 
from the brow of the mountain ridge upon which we had 
been traveling, Lake Tenaya burst upon our delighted 
vision, its placid surface set like a gem amongst magnificent 
mountains, the most conspicuous of which are Mt. Hoffman 
group on the left, and Cathedral Peak beyond the lake. 
From this point we descended to the margin of the lake, 
and encamped at 5 P.M. on the lower end of the lake, in a 
fine grove of tamaracks, near an extensive and beautiful 
meadow. We built an immense fire, and had a fine supper 
of excellent bread and delicious mutton. Our appetites 
were excellent; we ate up entirely one hind-quarter of 
mutton, and wanted more. 

After supper, I went with Mr. Muir and sat on a high 
rock, jutting into the lake. It was full moon. I never 
saw a more delightful scene. This little lake, one mile 
long and a half mile wide, is actually embosomed in the 
mountains, being surrounded by rocky eminences two thou- 
sand feet high, of the most picturesque forms, which come 
down to the very water’s edge. The deep stillness of the 
night ; the silvery light and deep shadows of the moun- 
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tains; the reflection on the water, broken into thousands of 
glittering points by the ruffled surface; the gentle lapping 
of the wavelets upon the rocky shore—all these seemed 
exquisitely harmonized with each other, and the grand har- 
mony made answering music in our hearts. Gradually the 
lake surface became quiet and mirror-like, and the exquisite 
surrounding scenery was seen double. For an hour we 
remained sitting in silent enjoyment of this delicious scene, 
which we reluctantly left to go to bed. Tenaya Lake is 
about eight thousand feet above sea-level. The night air, 
therefore, is very cool. 

I noticed in many places to-day, especially as we 
approached Lake Tenaya, the polishings and scorings of 
ancient glaciers. In many places we found broad, flat 
masses so polished that our horses could hardly maintain 
their footing in passing over them. It is wonderful that in 
granite so decomposable these old glacial surfaces should 
remain as fresh as the day they were left by the glacier. 
But if ever the polished surface scales off, then the disinte- 
gration proceeds as usual. The destruction of these surfaces 
by scaling, is, in fact, continually going on. Whitney 
thinks the polished surface is hardened by pressure of the 
glacier. I cannot think so. The smoothing, I think, pre- 
vents the retention of water, and thus prevents the rotting. 
Like the rusting of iron, which is hastened by roughness, 
and still more by rust, and retarded or even prevented by 
cleaning and polishing, so rotting of rock is hastened by 
roughness, and still more by commencing to rot, and 
retarded or prevented by grinding down to the sound rock 
and then polishing. 

To-day, while cooking midday meal, the wind was 
high, and the fire furious. I singed my whiskers and 
mustache, and badly burned my hand with boiling-hot 
bacon fat. 
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AucustT 10.— Early start this morning for Soda Springs 
and Mt. Dana. Phelps and his mare entertained us while 
getting off this morning with an amusing bucking scene. 
The interesting performance ended with the grand climac- 
teric feat of flying head foremost over the head of the horse, 
turning a somersault in the air, and alighting safely on the 
back. After this exhilarating diversion, we proceeded on 
our way, following the trail on the right hand of the lake. 
Onward we go, in single file, I leading the pack, over the 
roughest and most precipitous trail (if trail it can be called) 
I ever saw. At one moment we lean forward, holding to 
the horse’s mane, until our noses are between the horse’s 
ears; at the next, we stand in the stirrups, with our backs 
leaning hard against the roll of blankets behind the saddle. 
Thus we pass, dividing our attention between the difficulties 
of the way and the magnificence of the scenery, until 12 M., 
when we reached Soda Springs, in the splendid meadows of 
the Upper Tuolumne River. 

Our trail this morning has been up the Tenaya Cafion, 
over the divide, and into the Tuolumne Valley. There is 
abundant evidence of an immense former glacier, coming 
from Mt. Dana and Mt. Lyell group, filling the Tuolumne 
Valley, overrunning the divide, and sending a branch down 
the Tenaya Cafion. The rocks in and about Tenaya Cafion 
are everywhere scored and polished. We had to dismount 
and lead over some of these polished surfaces. The horses’ 
feet slipped and sprawled in every direction, but none fell. 
A conspicuous feature of the scenery on Lake Tenaya is a 
granite knob, eight hundred feet high, at the upper end of 
the lake, and in the middle of the cafion. This knob is 
bare, destitute of vegetation, round and polished to the very 
top. It has evidently been enveloped in the icy mass, and 
its shape has been determined by it. We observed similar 
scorings and polishings on the sides of the cajion, to an 
equal and much greater height. Splendid view of the 
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double peaks of the Cathedral, from Tenaya Lake and from 
the trail. Looking back from the trail soon after leaving 
the lake, we saw a conspicuous and very picturesque peak 
with a vast amphitheater, with precipitous sides, to the 
north, filled with a grand mass of snow, evidently the foun- 
tain of an ancient tributary of the Tenaya Glacier. We 
called this Coliseum Peak.* So let it be called hereafter, 
to the end of time. 

The Tuolumne meadow is a beautiful grassy plain of 
great extent, thickly enameled with flowers, and surrounded 
with the most magnificent scenery. Conspicuous amongst 
the hundreds of peaks visible are Mt. Dana, with its grand 
symmetrical outline, and purplish red color; Mt. Gibbs, of 
gray granite; Mt. Lyell and its group of peaks, upon which 
great masses of snow still lie; and the wonderfully pictur- 
esque group of sharp, inaccessible peaks (viz: Unicorn 
Peak, Cathedral Peaks, etc.), forming the Cathedral group. 

Soda Springs is situated on the northern margin of the 
Tuolumne meadow. It consists of several springs of ice- 
cold water, bubbling up from the top of a low reddish 
mound. Each spring itself issues from the top of a small 
subordinate mound. The mound consists of carbonate of 
lime, colored with iron deposited from the water. The 
water contains principally carbonates of lime and iron, 
dissolved in excess of carbonic acid, which escapes in large 
quantities, in bubbles. It possibly, also, contains carbon- 
ate of soda. It is very pungent, and delightful to the 
taste. Before dinner we took a swim in the ice-cold water 
of the Tuolumne River. 

About 3 P. M. commenced saddling up, intending to go 
on to Mt. Dana. Heavy clouds have been gathering for 
some time past. Low mutterings of thunder have also been 
heard. But we had already been so accustomed to the 


* This is sometimes called Tenaya Peak. 








56 Sierra Club Bulletin. 


same, without rain, in the Yosemite, that we thought noth- 
ing of it. We had already saddled, and some had mounted, 
when the storm burst upon us. ‘‘Our provisions —sugar, 
tea, salt, flour, must be kept dry!’’ shouted Hawkins. We 
hastily dismounted, constructed a sort of shed of blankets 
and india-rubber cloths, and threw our provisions under 
it. Now commenced peal after peal of thunder in an 
almost continuous roar, and floods of rain. We all crept 
under the temporary shed, but not before we had gotten 
pretty well soaked. So much delayed that we were now 
debating — after the rain—whether we had not better 
remain here over night. Some were urgent for pushing on, 
others equally so for staying. Just at this juncture, when 
the debate ran high, a shout, ‘‘Hurrah!’’ turned all eyes 
in the same direction. Hawkins and Mr. Muir had scraped 
up the dry leaves underneath a huge prostrate tree, set fire 
and piled on fuel, and already, see! a glorious blaze! This 
incident decided the question at once. With a shout, we 
all ran for fuel, and piled on log after log, until the blaze 
rose twenty feet high. Before, shivering, crouching, and 
miserable; now, joyous and gloriously happy. 

The storm did not last more than anhour. After it, the 
sun came out and flooded all the landscape with liquid gold. 
I sat alone at some distance from the camp, and watched 
the successive changes of the scene—first, the blazing sun- 
light flooding meadow and mountain; then the golden 
light on mountain peaks, and then the lengthening shadows 
on the valley; then a roseate bloom diffused over sky and 
air, over mountain and meadow. Oh! how exquisite! I 
never saw the like before. Last, the creeping shadow of 
night, descending and enveloping all. 

The Tuolumne meadows are celebrated for their fine 
pasturage. Some twelve to fifteen thousand sheep are now 
pastured here. They are divided into flocks of about two 
thousand five hundred to three thousand. I was greatly 
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interested in watching the management of these flocks, each 
by means of a dog. The intelligence of the dog is perhaps 
nowhere more conspicuous. The sheep we bought yester- 
day is entirely gone— eaten up in one day. We bought 
another here, a fine, large, fat one. In an hour it was 
butchered, quartered, and a portion on the fire, cooking. 
After a very hearty supper, we hung up our blankets about 
our camp-fire to dry, while we ourselves gathered around 
it to enjoy its delicious warmth. By request of the party, 
I gave a familiar lecture, or rather talk, on the subject of 
glaciers, and the glacial phenomena we had seen on the 
way. 

LECTURE ON GLACIERS AND THE GLACIAL 

PHENOMENA OF THE SIERRAS. 
(ABSTRACT). 

In certain countries, where the mountains rise into the 
region of perpetual snow, and where other conditions, 
especially abundant moisture, are present, we find enor- 
mous masses of ice occupying the valleys, extending far 
below the snow-cap, and slowly moving downward. Such 
moving icy extensions of the perpetual snow-cap are called 
glaciers. 

It is easy to see that both the existence of glaciers and 
their downward motion is necessary to satisfy the demands 
of the great universal Law of Circulation. For in coun- 
tries where glaciers exist, the amount of snow which falls on 
mountain tops is far greater than the waste of the same by 
melting and evaporation in the same region. The snow, 
therefore, would accumulate without limit if it did not 
move down to lower regions, where the excess is melted 
and returned again to the general circulation of meteoric 
waters. 

In the Alps, glaciers are now found ten to fifteen miles 
long, one to three miles wide, and five hundred to six hun- 
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dred feet thick. They often reach four thousand feet below 
the snow-level, and their rate of motion varies from a few 
inches to several feet per day. In grander mountains, 
such as the Himalayas and Andes, they are found of much 
greater size; while in Greenland and the Antarctic conti- 
nent the whole surface of the country is completely covered, 
two thousand to three thousand feet deep, with an zce sheet, 
molding itself on the inequalities of surface, and moving 
slowly seaward, to break off there into masses which form 
icebergs. The icy instead of snowy condition of glaciers is 
the result of pressure, together with successive thawings 
and freezings. Snow is thus slowly compacted into g/acier- 
7ce. 

Although glaciers are in continual motion downward, 
yet the lower end, or foot, never reaches below a certain 
point; and under unchanging conditions, this point remains 
fixed. The reason is obvious: The glacier may be re- 
garded as being under the influence of two opposite forces; 
the downward motion tending ever to lengthen, and the 
melting tending ever to shorten it. High up the mountain 
the motion is in excess, but as the melting power of sun and 
air increases downward, there must be a place where the 
motion and the melting balance each other. At this point 
will be found the foot. It is called the lower limit of the 
glacier. Its position, of course, varies in different coun- 
tries, and many even reach the sea-coast, in which case ice- 
bergs are formed. Annual changes of temperature do not 
affect the position of the foot of the glacier, but secudar 
changes cause it to advance or retreat. During periods of 
increasing cold and moisture, the foot advances, pushing 
before it the accumulating débris. During periods of in- 
creasing heat and dryness it retreats, leaving its previously 
accumulated débris lower down the valley. But whether 
the foot of the glacier be stationary, or advancing or retreat- 
ing, the matter of the glacier, and therefore all the débris 
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lying on its surface, is in continual motion downward. Since 
glaciers are limited by melting, it is evident that a river 
springs from the foot of every glacier. 

Moraines.— On the surface, and about the foot of gla- 
ciers, are always found immense piles of heterogeneous 
débris, consisting of rock fragments of all sizes, mixed with 
earth. These are called moraines. On the surface, the 
most usual form and place is a long heap, often twenty to 
fifty feet high, along each side, next the bounding cliffs. 
These are called /aterval moraines. They are ruins of the 
crumbling cliffs on each side, drawn out into continuous 
line by the motion of the glacier. If glaciers are without 
tributaries, these lateral moraines are all the débris on their 
surface; but if glaciers have tributaries, then the wo interior 
lateral moraines of the tributaries are carried down the 
middle of the glacier, as a medial moraine. There is a 
medial moraine for every tributary. In complicated gla- 
ciers, therefore, the whole surface may be nearly covered 
with débris. All these materials, whether lateral or medial, 
are borne slowly onward by the motion of the glacier, and 
finally deposited at its foot, in the form of a huge, irregu- 
larly crescentic pile of débris known as the ferminal mo- 
vaine. If a glacier runs from a rocky gorge out on a 
level plain, then the lateral moraines may be dropped on 
either side, forming parallel débris piles, confining the 
glacier. 

Laws of Glacial Motion.— Glaciers do not slide down 
their beds, like solid bodies, but 7x2 down in the manner 
of a body half solid, half liquid; 2 ¢., in the manner of a 
stream of stiffly viscous substance. Thus, while a glacier 
slides over its bed, yet the upper layers move faster, and 
therefore slide over the lower layers. Again, while the 
whole mass moves down, rubbing on the bounding sides, 
yet the middle portions move faster, and therefore slide on 
the marginal portions. Lastly, while a glacier moves over 
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smaller inequalities of bed and bank like a solid, yet it 
conforms to and molds itself upon the /arger inequalities, 
like a liquid. Also, its motion down steep slopes is greater 
than over level reaches. Thus, glaciers like rivers, have 
their xarrows and their /akes, their rapids and their stiller 
portions, their deefs and their shallows. In a word, a 
glacier is a s¢ream, its motion is viscoid, and, for the prac- 
tical purposes of the geologist, it may be regarded as a 
very stiffly viscous body. 

Glaciers as a Geological Agent.—Glaciers, like rivers, 
wear away the surfaces over which they pass; transport 
materials and deposit them in their course, or at their 
termination. But in all these respects the effects of glacial 
action are very characteristic, and cannot be mistaken for 
those of any other agent. 

Erosion.—The cutting or wearing power of glaciers is 
very great; not only on account of their great weight, but 
also because they carry, fixed firmly in their lower surfaces, 
and therefore between themselves and their beds, rock frag- 
ments of all sizes, which act as their graving tools. These 
fragments are partly torn off from their rocky beds in their 
course, but principally consist of top-débris, which find their 
way to the bottom through fissures, or else are engulfed in 
the viscous mass on the sides. Armed with these graving 
tools, a glacier behaves towards smaller inequalities like a 
solid body, planing them down to a smooth surface, and 
marking the smooth surface thus made with straight paral- 
lel scratches. But to large inequalities it behaves like a 
viscous liquid, conforming to their surfaces, while it smooths 
and scratches them. It molds itself upon large prominences 
and scoops out large hollows, at the same time smoothing, 
rounding and scoring them. These smooth, rounded, 
scored surfaces, and these scooped-out rock basins, are very 
characteristic of glacial action. We have passed over many 
such smooth surfaces this morning. The scooped-out rock 
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basins, when left by the retreating glacier, become beautiful 
lakes. Lake Tenaya is probably such a lake. 

Transportation.—The carrying power of river currents 
has a definite relation to velocity. To carry rock fragments, 
of many tons weight, requires an almost incredible velocity, 
Glaciers, on the contrary, carry on their surfaces, with equal 
ease, fragments of all sizes, even up to hundreds of tons 
weight. Again, bowlders carried by water currents are 
always bruised and rounded, while glaciers carry them 
safely and lay them down in their original angular con- 
dition. Again, river currents always leave bowlders in 
secure position, while glaciers may set them down gently, 
by the melting of the ice, in insecure positions, as balanced 
stones. Therefore /arge angular bowlders, different from 
the country rock, and especially if in zxsecure positions, are 
very characteristic of glacial action. 

Deposit— Terminal Moraine.— As already seen, all ma- 
terials accumulated on the surface of a glacier, or pushed 
along on the bed beneath, find their final resting-place at 
the foot, and there form the ¢eryminal moraine. If a glacier 
recedes, it leaves its terminal moraine, and makes a new 
one at the new position of its foot. Terminal moraines, 
therefore, are very characteristic signs of the former posi- 
tion of a glacier foot. They are recognized by their irregu- 
lar crescentic form, the mixed nature of their materials, and 
the entire want of stratification or sorting. Behind the 
terminal moraines of retired glaciers accumulate the waters 
of the river which flows from its foot, and thus again, form 
lakes. Glacial lakes, 7. ¢., lakes formed by the action of 
former glaciers are, therefore, of two kinds, viz: (1) The fill- 
ing of scooped-out rock basins; (2) the accumulation of water 
behind old terminal moraines. The first are found, usually, 
high up; the second, lower down the old glacial valleys. 

Glacial Epoch in California.—It is by means of these 
signs that geologists have proved that at a period very 
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ancient in human but very recent in geological chronology, 
glaciers were greatly extended in regions where they still 
exist, and existed in great numbers and size in regions 
where they no longer exist. This period is called the 
Glacial Epoch. Now, during this glacial epoch, the whole 
of the high Sierra region was covered with an ice-mantle, 
from which ran great glacial streams far down the slopes on 
either side. We have already seen evidences of some of 
these ancient glaciers on /his, the western, slope. After 
crossing Mono Pass, we will doubtless see evidences of those 
which occupied the eastern slope. In our ride yesterday 
and to-day, we crossed the track of some of these ancient 
glaciers. From where we now sit, we can follow with the 
eye their pathways. A great glacier (the Tuolumne Gla- 
cier), once filled this beautiful meadow, and its icy flood 
covered the spot where we now sit. It was fed by several 
tributaries. One from Mt. Lyell, another from Mono 
Pass and still another from Mount Dana, which, uniting 
just above Soda Springs, the swollen stream enveloped 
yonder granite knobs five hundred feet high, standing di- 
rectly in its path, smoothing and rounding them on every 
side, and leaving them in form like a turtle’s back; then 
coming farther down overflowed its banks at the lowest 
point of yonder ridge—one thousand feet high—which we 
crossed this morning, and after sending an overflow stream 
down Tenaya Cajion the main stream passed on down the 
Tuolumne Cajion into and beyond Hetch Hetchy Valley. 
From its head fountain, in Mt. Lyell, this glacier may be 
traced forty miles. 

The overflow branch which passed down the Tenaya 
Cafion, after gathering tributaries from the region of Cathe- 
dral Peaks, and enveloping, smoothing, and rounding the 
grand granite knobs which we saw this morning just above 
Lake Tenaya, scooped out that lake basin, and swept on 
its way to the Yosemite. There it united with other streams 
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from Little Yosemite and Nevada Cajions, and from IIlilou- 
ette, to form the great Yosemite Glacier, which probably 
filled that valley to the brim and passed on down the cafion 
of the Merced. This glacier, in its subsequent retreat, left 
many imperfect terminal moraines, which are still detectable 
as rough débris piles, just below the meadows. Behind 
these moraines accumulated water, forming lakes, which 
have gradually filled up and formed meadows. Some, as 
Mirror Lake, have not yet filled up. The meadows of 
Yosemite, and the lakes and meadows of Tenaya Fork, 
upon which our horses grazed while we were at University 
Camp, were formed in this way. You must have observed 
that these lakes and meadows are separated by higher 
ground, composed of coarse débris. All the lakes and 
meadows of this High Sierra region were formed in this 
way. The region of good grazing is also the region of 
former glaciers. 

Erosion in High Sierra Region.—The erosion to which 
this whole High Sierra region has been subjected, in geolog- 
ical times, is something almost incredible. It is a common 
popular notion that mountain peaks are upheaved. No one 
can look about him observantly in this high Sierra region, 
and retain such a notion. Every peak and valley now 
within our view—all that constitutes the grand scenery upon 
which we now look, is the result wholly of erosion—of 
mountain sculpture. Mountain chains are, indeed, formed 
by igneous agency; but these are afterwards sculptured 
into forms of beauty. But even this gives as yet no ade- 
quate idea of the immensity of this erosion; not only are 
all the grand peaks now within view, Cathedral Peaks, 
Unicorn Peak, Mt. Lyell, Mt. Gibbs, Mt. Dana, the result 
of simple inequality of erosion, but it is almost certain that 
the slates which form the foothills, and over whose upturned 
edges we passed, from Snelling to Clark’s, and whose edges 
we again see, forming the highest crests on the very margin 
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of the eastern slope, originally covered the granite of this 
whole region many thousand feet deep. Erosion has 
removed it entirely, and bitten deep into the underlying 
granite. Now, you are not to imagine that the whole, but 
certainly a large portion of this erosion, and the final 
touches of this sculpturing, has been accomplished by the 
glacial action which we have endeavored to explain. 

About g Pp. M., our clothing still damp, we rolled our- 
selves in our damp blankets, lay upon the still wet ground, 
and went to sleep. I slept well and suffered no inconve- 
nience. 

To any one wishing really to enjoy camp life among the 
high Sierra, I know no place more delightful than Soda 
Springs. Being about nine thousand feet above the sea, the 
air is deliciously cool and bracing. The water, whether of 
the spring or of the river, is almost ice-cold, and the former 
a gentle tonic. The scenery is nowhere more glorious. 
Add to this, inexhaustible pasturage for horses, and plenty 
of mutton, and what more can pleasure seekers want? 

AuGusT 11.—As we intended going only to the foot of 
Mt. Dana, a distance of about eleven miles, we did not 
hurry this morning. The mutton gotten yesterday must be 
securely packed; we did not get started until g a.m. Trail 
very blind. Lost it a dozen times, and had to scatter to 
find it each time. Saw again this morning magnificent 
evidences of the Tuolumne Glacier. Among the most 
remarkable, several smooth, rounded knobs of granite, 
eight hundred to one thousand feet high, with long slope 
up the valley, and steep slope down the valley, evidently 
their whole form determined by an enveloping glacier. 

About 2 P. M., as we were looking out for a camping- 
ground, a thunder-storm again burst upon us. We hur- 
ried on, searching among the huge bowlders (probably 
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glacial bowlders), to find a place of shelter for our provis- 
ions and ourselves. At last we found a huge bowlder which 
overhung on one side, leaning against a large tree. The 
roaring of the coming storm grows louder and louder, the 
pattering of rain already commences. ‘Quick! quick !!”’ 
In a few seconds the pack was unsaddled, and provisions 
thrown under shelter. Then rolls of blankets quickly 
thrown after them; then the horses unsaddled and tied; 
then, at last, we ourselves, though already wet, crowded 
under. It was an interesting and somewhat amusing sight. 
All our provisions and blanket rolls and eleven men packed 
away, actually piled upon one another, under a rock which 
did not project more than two and a half feet. I wish I 
could draw a picture of the scene; the huge rock with its 
dark recess; the living, squirming mass, piled confusedly 
beneath; the magnificent forest of grand trees; the black 
clouds; the constant gleams of lightning, revealing the 
scarcely visible faces; the peals of thunder, and the floods 
of rain, pouring from the rock on the projecting feet and 
knees of those whose legs were inconveniently long, or even 
on the heads and backs of some who were less favored in 
position. 

In about an hour the storm passed, the sun again came 
out, and we selected camp. Beneath a huge prostrate tree 
we soon started a fire, and piled log upon log, until the 
flame, leaping upwards, seemed determined to overtop the 
huge pines around. Ah! what a joy is a huge camp-fire! 
not only its delicious warmth to one wet with rain in this 
high cool region, but its cheerful light, its joyous crackling 
and cracking, its frantic dancing and leaping! How the 
heart warms, and brightens, and rejoices, and leaps, in con- 
cert with the camp-fire! 

We are here nearly ten thousand feet above sea-level. 
Our appetites are ravenous. We eat up a sheep in a day; 
a sack (one hundred pounds) of flour lasts us five or six 
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days. Nights are so cool that we are compelled to make 
huge fires, and sleep near the fire to keep warm. 

Our camp here is a most delightful one, in the midst ot 
grand trees and huge bowlders — a meadow hard by, of 
course, for our horses. By stepping into the meadow, we 
see looming up very near us, on the south, the grand form 
of Mt. Gibbes, and on the north, the still grander form of 
Mt. Dana. After supper, and dishwashing, and horse- 
tending, and fire-replenishing, the young men gathered 
around me, and I gave them the following 


LECTURE ON DEPOSITS IN CARBONATE SPRINGS. 


You saw yesterday and this morning the bubbles of gas 
which rise in such abundance to the surface of Soda Spring. 
You observed the pleasant pungent taste of the water, and 
you have doubtless associated both of these with the pres- 
ence of carbonic acid. But there is another fact which 
probably you have not associated with the presence of this 
gas, viz., the deposit of a reddish substance. This red- 
dish substance, which forms the mound from the top of 
which the spring bubbles, is carbonate of lime, colored 
with iron oxide. This deposit is very common in carbon- 
ated springs. I wish to explain it to you. 

Remember then: rst, that lime carbonate and metallic 
carbonates are insoluble in pure water, but slightly soluble 
in water containing carbonic acid; 2d, that the amount of 
carbonates taken up by water is proportionate to the amount 
of carbonic acid in solution; 3d, that the amount of car- 
bonic acid which may be taken in solution is proportioned 
to the pressure. Now, all spring water contains a small 
quantity of carbonic acid, derived from the air, and will 
therefore dissolve limestone (carbonate of lime); but the 
quantity taken up by such waters is so small that it will not 
deposit except by drying. Such are not called carbonated 
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But there are, also, subterranean sources of carbonic 
acid, especially in volcanic districts. Now, if percolating 
water come in contact with such carbonic acid—being under 
heavy pressure—it takes up larger quantities of the gas. 
If such waters come to the surface, the pressure being 
removed, the gas escapes in bubbles. This is a carbonated 
spring. 

If, further, the subterranean water thus highly charged 
with carbonic acid comes in contact with limestone or rocks 
of any kind containing carbonate of lime, it dissolves a 
proportionately large amount of this carbonate, and when 
it comes to the surface, the escape of the carbonic acid 
causes the limestone to deposit, and hence this material 
accumulates immediately about the spring, and in the course 
of the stream issuing from the spring. 

The kind of material depends upon the manner of 
deposit and upon the presence or absence of iron. If the 
deposit is tumultuous, the material is spongy, or even pul- 
verulent; if quiet, it is dese. If no iron be present, the 
deposit is white as marble; but if iron be present, its oxida- 
tion will color the deposit yellow, or brown, or reddish. If 
the amount of iron be variable, the stone formed will be 
beautifully striped. Suisun marble is an example of a 
beautifully striped stone, deposited in this way in a former 
geological epoch. 

I have said that such springs are most common in vol- 
canic districts. They are, therefore, most commonly warm. 
Soda Springs, however, is not in a volcanic district. In our 
travels in the volcanic region on the other side of the Sierra, 
we will find, probably, several others. At one time these 
springs were far more abundant in California than they are 
now. 


AuGust 12.—We had cooked bread yesterday for our 
breakfast and lunch to-day, in anticipation of our ascent ot 
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Mt. Dana. We had this morning only to cook meat. 
This takes but little time. We made an early start, there- 
fore. Rode our horses up as far as the timber extends, 
staked them out in little green patches of rich grass, very 
abundant on the mountain slopes, and then commenced the 
real ascent on foot. I think we ascended about 3,000 feet 
after leaving our horses. Sawa spiendid buck — but alas! 
Cobb has left his rifle. Mt. Dana, as seen from this side, is 
of a very regular, conical form, entirely destitute of soil, 
and therefore of vegetation; in fact, from top to bottom, a 
mere loose mass of rock fragments— metamorphic sand- 
stone and slates. The slope is, I think, forty degrees; the 
rock fragments, where small, give way under the foot, and 
roll downwards; if large, they are difficult to climb over. 
The ascent is difficult and fatiguing in the extreme. The 
danger, too, to those below, from bowlders loosened by the 
feet of those above, is very great. A large fragment, at 
least one hundred pounds, thus loosened by Mr. Bolton, 
came thundering down upon me with fearful velocity, before 
I was aware. I had no time to get out of the way; in fact, 
my own footing was precarious. I opened my legs, it 
passed between, and bounded on its way down. 

There being no trail, each man took his own way. The 
young men were evidently striving to see who could be up 
first. I took my steady, even way, resting a moment from 
time to time. My progress illustrated the fable of the hare 
and tortoise. I was the third man on the top. Mr. Muir 
and Pomroy alone had gotten there before me. I really 
expected to find the whole party there. 

The view from the top is magnificent beyond description. 
To the southwest, the sharp, strangely picturesque peaks of 
the Cathedral group. To the south, in the distance, Mt. 
Lyell group, with broad patches of snow on their slopes; 
and near at hand, the bare gray mass of Mt. Gibbs. To the 
north, the fine outline of Castle Peak, rising above and 
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dominating the surrounding summits; and to the east, 
almost at our feet, the whole interior valley, including Lake 
Mono, with its picturesque islands and volcanoes. Stretch- 
ing away to the west, valleys with grassy meadows and 
lakes separated by low wooded ridges. I could count 
thirty to fifty of these lakes, and meadows without number. 
These meadows and lakes and ridges suggest glacier beds, 
with moraines, stretching westward down the Sierra slope. 

As already stated, the whole mountain is superficially a 
mass of loose rock fragments. I saw the rock 7 situ only 
in one place, but this was a magnificent section. About 
two-thirds way up, the bed-rock appears asa perpendicu- 
lar crag, nearly one hundred feet high. It is here a very 
distinctly and beautifully stratified sand-stone, and in a per- 
fectly horizontal position. The slope on the western and 
southwestern side is regular and about forty degrees, but 
when we arrived on the top we found that on the east and 
northeast the slope is very precipitous, forming an immense 
amphitheater, in which lay immense stores of snow, and in 
one place we found nestled a clear, deep blue lake, appar- 
ently formed by the melting snow. This great snow-field 
extends a little over the gentle slope by which we ascended. 
For the last five hundred to one thousand feet we ascended 
the mountain over this snow. Mt. Dana is thirteen thou- 
sand two hundred and twenty-seven feet high. I did not 
observe any remarkable effect of diminished density of 
atmosphere upon respiration or circulation, The beating 
of the heart was a little troublesome. I had to stop fre- 
quently to allow it to become quiet; but this seemed to me 
as bad or worse near the beginning of the climb than near 
the top. It seemed only more difficult to get my “ second 
wind,’’ as it is called, than usual. 

We took cold lunch on the top of the mountain, and 
commenced our descent, which was less fatiguing, but much 
more dangerous and trying than the ascent. The shoes of 
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several of the party were completely destroyed. Mine still 
hold out. Came back to camp at 2 P. M., tired but not 
exhausted. Soon after reaching camp, we again had thun- 
der and rain. We all huddled with our provisions and 
blankets again under our rock shed. There was but a 
sprinkle this time, however, though much threatening of 
wind and thunder. 

After supper we again built up an immense camp-fire. 
Now, while I write, the strong light of the blazing camp- 
fire is thrown upon the tall tamarack trees, and upon the 
faces of the young men, engaged in various ways. I wish I 
could draw a picture of the scene now presented: the blazing 
fire of huge piled logs; the strongly illuminated figures of 
the party; the intense blackness of sky and forest. Sup- 
per is just over. Mr. Stone is squatting on the ground, 
engaged in washing up dishes. Mr. Linderman, who is 
cook to-day, is lying on his back, kicking up his heels, and 
regarding Mr. Stone with intense satisfaction. His work is 
over, while Stone’s is just begun. Mr. Muir is earnestly 
engaged hollowing out a place under a huge pine-tree, 
which he intends to make his resting-place for the night. 
Captain is lying down flat on his back, with his clasped 
hands under his head and his eyes closed. Pomroy is sit- 
ting in the strong light of the fire, writing his journal; he 
is this moment scratching his cropped poll for an idea. 
Bolton, Phelps, and Perkins are sitting together near the 
fire, Bolton enjoying his cigarette, and Phelps and Perkins 
chatting. Cobb is just returning with another log for the 
fire. Hawkins has been looking after his horse, and is just 
returning. I am observing the scene, and jotting down 
these crude notes. 

We will see Mono Lake to-morrow. Before going to 
bed, therefore, the party gathered about the fire, and by 
request I gave them the following lecture on the formation 
of salt and alkaline lakes. 
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LECTURE ON SALT AND ALKALINE LAKES. 


Salt lakes may originate in two general ways: either by 
the isolation of a portion of sea-water, or else by the indefi- 
nite concentration of ordinary river water in a lake without 
an outlet. The great Salt Lake, and all the other salt lakes 
scattered over the desert on the other side of the Sierra, 
are possibly formed by the first method. It is probable that 
at a comparatively recent geological epoch the whole of the 
salt and alkaline region on the other side of the Sierra, 
which we will see to-morrow, was covered by an extension 
of the sea from the Gulf of California. When this was 
raised into land, portions of sea water were caught up and 
isolated in the hollows of the uneven surface. The lakes 
thus formed have since greatly diminished by drying away, 
as is clearly shown by the terraces or old water levels far 
beyond and above the present limits; and their waters have 
become saturated solutions of the saline matters contained 
in sea-water.* 

The Dead Sea, and many other salt lakes and brine pools 
in the interior of Asia, have probably been formed in the 
same way. But the Caspian Sea is probably an example of 
the second method of fermation, 7. e., by concentration o 
river water. The reason for thinking so is, that old beach 
marks, or terraces, show a great drying away of the lake, 
and yet the water is still far less salt than sea water. 

Alkaline lakes are formed, and can be formed, only by 
the second method, vzz., by indefinite concentration of river 
water by evaporation in a lake without an outlet. Such 
concentration, therefore, may form either a salt or an alka- 
line lake. Whether the one or the other kind of lake 


* More recent observations render it almost certain that Salt Lake and other 
lakes in the basin region were formed by the concentration of river water. Some 
of these lakes (¢. g., Pyramid Lake, Walker Lake, etc.) are much fresher than sea- 


water.—( December, 1899.) 
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results, depends wholly upon the composition of the river 
water. If chlorides predominate, the lake will be salt; but 
if alkaline carbonates predominate, it will be alkaline. 

Perhaps some of you will be surprised that the pure 
fresh water of mountain streams can produce salt or alka- 
line lakes. I must therefore try to explain. 

We speak of spring water as pure and fresh; it is so 
comparatively. Nevertheless, all spring water, and therefore 
all river water, contains small quantities of saline matters 
derived from the rocks and soils through which they perco- 
late. Suppose, then, the drainage of any hydrographical 
basin to accumulate in a lake. Suppose, farther, that the 
supply of water by rivers be greater than the waste by evap- 
oration from the lake surface. It is evident that the lake 
will rise, and if the same relation continues, it will continue 
to rise until it finds an outlet in the lowest part of the rim, 
and is discharged into the ocean or some other reservoir. 
Such a lake will be fresh, z. e., it will contain only an 
imperceptible quantity of saline matter. 

But if, on the other hand, at any times the waste by 
evaporation from the lake surface should be equal to the 
supply by rivers, the lake would not rise, and therefore 
would not findan outlet. Now the salting process will com- 
mence. The waters which flow in contain a little, be it 
ever so little, of saline matter. All this remains in the lake, 
since evaporation carries off only distilled water. Thus, age 
after age saline matters are leached from rocks and soils, 
and accumulated in the lake, which, therefore, must eventu- 
ally become either salt or alkaline. 

Thus, whether lakes are saline or fresh depends on the 
presence or absence of an outlet, and the presence or absence 
of an outlet depends on the relation of supply by rain to 
waste by evaporation, and this latter depends on the climate. 
Saline lakes cannot occur except in very dry climates, and 
these lakes are rare, because on most land surfaces the rain- 
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fall far exceeds the evaporation, the excess being carried to 
the sea by rivers. Only in wide plains, in the interior of 
continents, do we find the climatic conditions necessary to 
produce salt lakes. 

I have shown the conditions necessary to the formation of 
a salt lake by concentration of river water. Now, the very 
same conditions control the existence of salt lakes, however 
they may have originated. Even in the case of a salt lake 
formed by the isolation of a portion of sea-water, whether 
it remain salt or become fresh will depend wholly on the 
conditions discussed above. 

Suppose, for example, a portion of sea-water be isolated 
by an upheaval of the sea-bed; now, if the supply of water 
to this lake by rivers be greater than the waste by evapora- 
tion from the surface, the lake will rise, overflow, and dis- 
charge into the sea or other reservoir; the salt water will be 
slowly rinsed out, and the lake will become fresh. But it 
the evaporation should equal the supply, the lake will not 
find an outlet, and will remain salt, and will even increase 
in saltness until it begins to deposit. 

Thus, if the Bay of San Francisco should be cut off from 
the sea at the Golden Gate, it would form a fresh lake, for 
the water running into it by the Sacramento River is far 
greater than the evaporation from the bay. So the Black 
Sea, and the Baltic Sea, as above shown by the comparative 
freshness of the waters, would form fresh lakes. But the 
Mediterranean, as shown by the great saltness of its waters, 
would certainly remain salt, and become increasingly salt. 
We have the best reasons to believe that Lake Champlain, 
since the glacial epoch, was an arm of the sea. It has become 
fresh since it became separated. 

Saliness of the ocean.—Thus, then, we see that the one 
condition which determines the existence of salt and alka- 
line lakes is the absence of an outlet. Now, the ocean, of 
course, has no outlet; the ocean is the final reservoir of 
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saline matters leached from the earth. Hence, although the 
saltness of the ocean is a somewhat different problem from 
that of salt lakes, yet it is almost certain that the saline 
matters of the ocean are the accumulated results of the 
leachings of the rocks and soils by circulating waters 
throughout all geological times. 

During my travels through the Sierra I have made 
many observations on rocks and mountains. One or two of 
these I think worthy of mention. First, I have seen every- 
where the strongest confirmation of the view that granite 
and granitic rocks may be but the final term of metamor- 
phism of sedimentary rocks. In Yosemite I could trace 
every stage of gradation from granite into gneiss, and since 
leaving Yosemite, from gneiss into impure sandstones. On 
Mt. Dana sandstones are easily traced into gneiss, or even 
eurite, and slate into a crystalline rock, undistinguishable 
from diorite or other traps. 

Second, No one who examines the forms of the peaks 
of the Sierra can come to any other conclusion than 
that all the mountain forms seen here are the result of 
erosion. Standing at Soda Springs and gazing upon the 
strange forms of Cathedral Group, the conviction is forced 
upon the mind that these were not upheaved, but simply 
left as more resisting fragments of an almost inconceivable 
erosion — fragments of a denuded plateau. The strange 
ruggedness of the forms, the inaccessible peaks and pinna- 
cles, have been the result of the very decomposable nature 
of the granite. Mt. Dana, with its more regular form, 
consists of more resistant slates. The evidence that Mt. 
Dana has been formed entirely by erosion is, I conceive, 
complete. As already stated, Mt. Dana is composed of 
undisturbed horizontal strata. The grand bulge of a great 
mountain chain is probably produced by the shrinkage of 
the earth; the foldings and tiltings of strata in mountain 
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chains by the same cause; but the actual forms which con- 
stitute scenery are purely the result of aqueous erosion. 
Metamorphism is, I believe, always produced in deeply 
buried rocks by heat, water, and pressure. The universal 
metamorphism of the rocks in the Sierra is therefore addi- 
tional evidence of the immensity of the erosion which brings 
these to the surface. 

Since leaving Yosemite we have seen no houses; in fact, 
no human beings but a few shepherds. As the flocks require 
to be driven from one pasture to another, these men live 
only in hastily constructed sheds, covered with boughs. In 
this shepherd’s life there may be something pleasant when 
viewed through the imagination only; but in reality it is 
enough to produce either imbecility or insanity. The 
pleasant pictures drawn by the poets, of contemplative 
wisdom and harmless enjoyment, of affectionate care of the 
flock, of pensive music of pipes, — these possibly, probably, 
once did exist; but certainly they do not exist now, at least 
in California. 


AuGusT 13.—Cold last night. We had to sleep near 
the fire, and keep it up during the night. Considerable 
frost this morning, for we are in the midst of the snows. 
We got up early, feeling bright and joyous, and enjoyed 
our breakfast as only mountaineers can. Over Mono Pass, 
and down Bloody Cajfion to-day. I really dread it, for my 
horse’s sake. Even well-shod horses get their feet and legs 
cut and bleeding in going down this cafion. My horse, 
since leaving Yosemite, has lost three shoes, and has already 
become very tender-footed. Got off by 6 a.m. Sorry, 
very sorry, to leave our delightful camp here. In com- 
memoration of the delightful time we have spent here, we 
name it ‘‘Camp Dana.”’ 

The trail to the summit is a very gentle ascent, the whole 
way along the margin of a stream. Distance, three or 
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four miles. Sawa deer, but Cobb was not on hand. On 
the very summit, ten thousand seven hundred feet high, 
there is a marshy meadow, from which a stream runs each 
way: one east, into the Tuolumne, along which we had 
ascended; the other west, down Bloody Cafion into Mono 
Lake, along which we expect to descend. Right on the 
Summit, and in Bloody Cajion, we found great masses of 
snow. The trail passes by their edges and over their sur- 
faces. The trail down Bloody Cajion is rough and precipi- 
tous beyond conception. It is the terror of all drovers and 
packers across the mountains. It descends four thousand 
feet in two or three miles, and is a mere mass of loose 
fragments of sharp slate. Our horses’ legs were all cut 
and bleeding before we got down. I really felt pity for my 
horse, with his tender feet. We all dismounted and led 
them down with the greatest care. In going down we met 
a large party of Indians, some on horseback, and some on 
foot, coming up. Wesaluted them. In return they invaria- 
bly whined, *‘ Gie me towaca,’’ ‘‘Gie me towaca.’’ They 
were evidently incredulous when told that none of the party 
chewed. 

The scenery of Bloody Cajion is really magnificent, and 
in a scientific point of view this is the most interesting local- 
ity I have yet seen. Conceive a narrow, winding gorge, 
with black, slaty precipices of every conceivable form, fifteen 
hundred to two thousand feet high on either side. As the 
gorge descends precipitously, and winds from side to side, 
we often look from above down into the most glorious 
amphitheater of cliffs, and from time to time beyond, upon 
the glistening surface of Lake Mono, and the boundless 
plains, studded with volcanic cones. About one-third way 
down, in the center of the grandest of these amphitheaters, 
see! a deep, splendidly clear, emerald-green lake, three or 
four times the size of Mirror Lake. It looks like an arti- 
ficial basin, for its shores are everywhere hard, smooth, 
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polished rock; especially the rim at the lower side is highly 
polished and finely striated. There can be no doubt that 
this lake basin has been scooped out by a glacier which 
once descended this cafion. In fact, glacial action is seen on 
every side around this lake, and all the way down the cajion 
and far into the plains below. The cliffs on each side are 
scored and polished to the height of one thousand feet or 
more; projecting knobs in the bottom of the cafion are 
rounded and scored and polished in a similar manner. 

After we had descended the steep slope, and had fairly 
escaped from the high, rocky walls of Bloody Cafion proper; 
after we had reached the level plain and had prepared our- 
selves for an extensive view, we found ourselves still con- 
fined between two huge parallel ridges of dé5r7s five hundred 
feet high and only half a mile apart, and extending five or 
six miles out on the plain. 

These are the /ateral moraines of a glacier which once 
descended far into the plain towards Mono Lake. AA little 
below the commencement of these moraines, in descending, 
we found a large and beautiful lake filling the whole cafion. 
Below this lake the lateral moraines on either side send each 
a branch which meet each other, forming a crescentic cross- 
ridge through which the stream breaks. This is evidently 
a terminal moraine, and the lake has been formed by the 
damming up of the water of the stream by this moraine 
barrier. 

Below this, or still farther on the plain, I observed several 
other terminal moraines, formed in a similar way, by curv- 
ing branches from the lateral moraines. Behind these are 
no lakes, but only marshes and meadows. These meadows 
are evidently formed in the same way as the lake; in fact, 
were lakes subsequently filled up by deposit. 

After getting from these lateral moraines fairly out on the 
plains, the most conspicuous objects which strike the eye 
are the extinct volcanoes. There are, I should think, at least 








78 Sierra Club Bulletin. 


twenty of them, with cones and craters as perfect as if they 
erupted yesterday. Even at this distance, I see that their 
snow-white, bare sides are composed of loose volcanic ashes 
and sand, above which projects a distinct rocky crater-rim, 
some of dark rock, but most of them of light-colored, prob- 
ably, pumice rock. Magnificent views of these cones and of 
Mono Lake are gotten from time to time, while descending 
Bloody Cajfion. The cones are of all heights, from two 
hundred to twenty-seven hundred feet above the plain, and 
the plain itself about five thousand feet above sea-level. 

We stopped for lunch at a cabin and meadow—a cattle 
ranch—about five miles from the lake. While our horses 
grazed, we cooked our dinner as usual, and then proceeded 
three miles and camped in a fine meadow on the banks of a 
beautiful stream—Rush Creek. 

In riding down to our camp, I observed the terraces ot 
Lake Mono, former water-levels, very distinctly marked, 
four or five in number. The whole region about Lake 
Mono, on this side, is covered with volcanic ashes and sand. 
It is the only soil except in the meadows. Even these seem 
to have the same soil, only more damp, and therefore more 
fertile. Scattered about, larger masses of pumice and obsid- 
ian are visible. Except in the meadows and along streams, 
the only growth is the sagebrush. Just before reaching 
camp, Mr. Muir and myself examined a fine section, made 
by Rush Creek, of lake and river deposit, beautifully 
stratified. It consists below of volcanic ashes, carried as 
sediment and deposited in the lake, and is, therefore, a true 
lake deposit, and beautifully stratified. Above this is a drift 
pebble deposit; the pebbles consisting of granite and slate 
from the Sierra. Above this again, are volcanic ashes and 
sand, unstratified, probably blown ashes and sand, or else 
ejected since the drift. We have here therefore, certain 
evidence of eruptions before the drift, and possibly, also, 
after. 
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In the picture of the view from Mono Lake, I have yet 
said nothing about the Sierra. The general view of the 
range from this, the Mono, side is far finer than from 
the other side. The Sierra rises gradually on the western 
side for fifty or sixty miles. On the Mono, or eastern, side 
it is precipitous, the very summit of the range running 
close to the valley. From this side, therefore, the moun- 
tains present a sheer elevation-of six or seven thousand feet 
above the plain. The sunset view of the Sierra, from an 
eminence near our camp, this evening, was, it seems to me, 
by far the finest mountain view I have ever in my life seen. 
The immense height of the chain above the plain, the 
abruptness of the declivity, the infinitely diversified forms, 
and the wonderful sharpness and ruggedness of the peaks, 
such as I have seen nowhere but in the Sierra, and all this 
strongly relieved against the brilliant sunset sky, formed a 
picture of indescribable grandeur. As I turn around in the 
opposite direction, the regular forms of the volcanoes, the 
placid surface of Lake Mono, with its picturesque islands, 
and far away in the distance the scarcely visible outlines of 
the White Mountains, pass in succession before the eye. I 
enjoyed this magnificent panoramic view until it faded away 
in the darkness. 

From this feast I went immediately to another, consist- 
ing of excellent bread, and such delicious mutton chops! 
If any restaurant in San Francisco could furnish such, I am 
sure it would quickly make a fortune. Some sentimental- 
ists seem to think that these two feasts are incompatible; 
that the enjoyment of the beautiful is inconsistent with 
voracious appetite for mutton. I do not find it so. 

After supper I again went out to enjoy the scene by 
night. As I gazed upon the abrupt slope of the Sierra, 
rising like a wall before me, I tried to picture to myself the 
condition of things during the glacial epoch. The long 
western slope of the Sierra is now occupied by long, com- 
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plicated valleys, broad and full of meadows, while the 
eastern slope is deeply graven with short, narrow, steep 
ravines. During glacial times, therefore, it is evident that 
the western slope was occupied by long, complicated gla- 
ciers, with comparatively sluggish current; while on the 
east, short, simple, parallel ice-streams ran down the steep 
slope, and far out on the level plain. On each side of these 
protruded icy tongues, the débris brought down from the 
rocky ravines was dropped as parallel moraines. Down 
the track of one of these glaciers, and between the out- 
stretched moraine arms, our path lay this morning. 

AuGust 14—SuNpDAY.—I have not before suffered so 
much from cold as last night; yet yesterday the sun was 
very hot. No grand forests to protect us from wind and 
furnish us with logs for camp-fire; only sagebrush on the 
plains, and small willows on the stream-banks. The winds 
blow furiously from the Sierra down the cafions, upon the 
plains. Gotupat4 A.M.; couldn’t sleep any more. After 
breakfast, went to visit the volcanic cones in the vicinity. 
The one we visited was one of the most perfect, and at 
the same time one of the most accessible. It was not more 
than one hundred and fifty or two hundred feet above the 
level of the sandy plain on which it stands. 

I was very greatly interested in this volcano. It seems 
to me that its structure clearly reveals some points of its 
history. It consists of two very perfect cones and craters, 
one within the other. The outer cone, which rises directly 
from the level plain to a height of two hundred feet, is com- 
posed wholly of volcanic sand, and is about one mile in 
diameter. From the bottom and center of its crater rises 
another and much smaller cone of lava to a little greater 
height. We rode up the outer sand cone, then around on 
the rim of its crater, then down its inner slope to the bot- 
tom; tied our horses to sagebrush at the base of the inner 
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lava-cone, and scrambled on foot into its crater. Standing 
on the rim of this inner crater, the outer rises like a ram- 
part on every side. 

I believe we have here a beautiful example of cone-and- 
rampart structure, so common in volcanoes elsewhere; the 
rampart, or outer cone, being the result of an older and 
much greater eruption, within the wide, yawning crater, of 
which by subsequent lesser eruption the smaller cone was 
built. * 

Mr. Muir is disposed to explain it differently. He thinks 
that this was once a much higher single cone, lava at top 
and sand on the slopes, like most of the larger cones in this 
vicinity; and that after its last eruption it suffered engud/- 
ment; 7. é., its upper rocky portion has dropped down into 
its lower sandy portion. 

The lava of this volcano is mostly pumice and obsidian, 
sometimes approaching trachyte. It was of all shades of 
color, from black to white, sometimes beautifully veined, 
like slags of an iron furnace; and of all physical conditions, 
sometimes vesicular, sometimes glassy, sometimes stony. 
Wrinkled fusion-surfaces were also abundant. Again, I 
believe I can fix the date of the last eruption of this volcano. 
I found on the outer, or ash-cone, several unmistakable 
drift pebbles of granite. At first I thought they might be 
the result of accidental deposit; but I found, also, several 
within the Java crater. These were reddened and semi-fused 
by heat. There can be no doubt, therefore, that the last 
eruption of this volcano was since the drift; it broke through 
a layer of drift deposit, and threw out the drift pebbles. 
Some fell back into the crater. 

Mr. Muir took leave of us within the crater of this 
volcano. He goes to-day to visit some of the loftier cones. 
I would gladly accompany him, but my burnt hand has 





*1 again in 1875 visited this region. My observations on several of the vol- 
canoes confirmed my first impressions. 
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to-day become inflamed, and is very painful; the climb of 
twenty-seven hundred feet, over loose, very loose sand, will 
be very fatiguing, and the sun is very hot. In spite of all 
this, I had determined to go, but the party are impatient of 
delays. 

I was really sorry to lose Mr. Muir from our party. I 
have formed a very high opinion of, and even a strong 
attachment for him. He promises to write me if he observes 
any additional facts of importance. 

We came back to camp about 12M., and while dinner 
was preparing, took a delightful swim in the river which 
runs here by our camp into the lake. Several Indians 
visited us while at dinner. This is a favorite time for such 
visits. They know they will get something to eat. Two 
younger Indians were full of life and good-nature, but one 
old wrinkled fellow was very reticent, and stood much 
upon his dignity. He had a beautiful bow and several 
arrows. We put up some bread and the younger ones shot 
for it, but the old Indian would take no notice of it, and 
even seemed to treat the idea with contempt. He evidently 
belongs to the ‘‘Old Regime.’’ He remembers the time 
when the zod/e red man had undisputed possession of this 
part of the country. 

About 2 Pp. M. we started for Alliton’s, a small house on 
the west side of the lake, and about twelve miles distant. 
Here I hope to have my horse temporarily shod. In this 
hope I have picked up and preserved three horseshoes. If 
we can find nails at Alliton’s, Hawkins will shoe my horse. 
If not, I know not what I shall do, for my horse is so lame 
he can hardly get on at all to-day. Had it not been for the 
lameness of my horse, I would have enjoyed the evening 
ride greatly. The trail runs close along the margin of the 
lake, sometimes in the very water, sometimes rising on 
the slopes of the steep mountains, which come down to the 
very water’s edge. From the sides of these mountains the 
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view of the lake and mountains was very fine. The volcanic 
character of the islands in the lake was very evident, and 
their craters were quite distinct. It is said that evidences 
of feeble volcanic activity still exist in the form of steam-jets, 
hot springs, etc. Iam anxious to visit these islands, and will 
do so if I can. My horse was so lame that I made very 
slow progress, and lagged behind several miles. When I 
reached Alliton’s I found the house empty — Alliton not at 
home, and the party gone to a house about a mile or two 
farther on. Alas! what shall I do for my horse? Soon 
after leaving Alliton’s, however, I met Hawkins, riding 
Cobb’s pony bareback. He said he had found some shoe- 
nails at Alliton’s, and he would shoe my horse. We there- 
fore exchanged horses; I went on, and he back to Alliton’s, 
and shod my horse very nicely. 

On my way along the shores of the lake I observed 
thousands of birds; blackbirds, gulls, ducks, magpies, stilts, 
sandpipers. The sandpipers I never saw alight on the shore, 
but only on the water. They swam, rose in flocks, settled 
on the water exactly like true ducks.* Will not these in time 
undergo a Darwinian change into web-footers? These birds 
seem to collect in such numbers to feed upon the swarms of 
flies which frequent the shores. The numbers of these is 
incredible. I saw them in piles three or four inches thick 
on the water, and in equal piles thrown up dead on the 
shore. The air stank with them. These flies come here to 
spawn. Their innumerabe larve form, I understand, the 
principal food of the Indians during a portion of the year.f 
All about the margin of the lake, and standing in the water 
near the shore, I observed irregular masses of rough, porous 


* These, I afterward learned, are not true sandpipers, but Phalaropes, and 
are, indeed, partially web-footed. 

tI have, since (1875), observed the gathering of the larve, or rather pupe, of 
these flies About the rst of July the pupe are cast ashore in immense quantities. 
They are then gathered, dried, rubbed to break off the shell, and kept for use under 
the name of Koo-chah-dee. 
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limestone, evidently deposited from the water of the lake, 
or else from old limestone springs. 

Soon after camping we went in swimming in the lake. 
The water is very buoyant, but the bathing is not pleasant. 
The shores are flat and muddy, and swarm with flies. These 
do not trouble one, but their appearance is repulsive. The 
water contains large quantities of carbonate of soda, a little 
carbonate of lime, and probably some borax. It therefore 
is very cleansing, but makes the skin feel slimy, and lathers 
the head and beard like soap. The presence of volcanic 
rocks and volcanic sand all around, and also of soda granite 
in the Sierras, sufficiently explains why this lake is alkaline 
instead of salt. 

We bought here a little butter, cheese, and corned beef, 
and enjoyed them very much for supper. We have gotten 
out of the region of mutton. With the exception of patches 
of rich meadow, formed by the streams from the Sierra, 
everywhere is sage, sage, sage. The water, however, is 
delicious. The streams are formed by the melting snows of 
the Sierra, and these are so near by that the water is very 
abundant and ice-cold. Close by our camp there issues 
from a large, rough limestone rock a magnificent spring 
of ice-cold water, which runs off as a large brook. 

Most of our party concluded to sleep here in a hay-loft. 
Hawkins and myself preferred a hay-cock. We put our 
blankets together, and had a deliciously soft, warm, and 
fragrant bed, under the starlit sky. 

I desired very much to visit the islands from this point, 
but there was no boat. These islands, I understand, are 
the resort of millions of gulls, which deposit their eggs 
there in immense quantities. These eggs are an important 
article of food and of traffic for the Indians. Mono Lake 
is about fifteen miles long, and twelve miles across. 
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AuGusT 15.—Got up at 4:30 A. M., greatly refreshed by 
a fine night’s rest. Got off about 7 a. M., in fine spirits. 
My horse is nearly well of his lameness this morning. Soon 
after leaving our camp this morning, we passed a rude 
Indian village, consisting of a few huts. The Indian huts 
in this region are nothing but a few poles, set up together 
in a conical form and covered with boughs. We bought 
from these Indians several quarts of pine-nuts.* They are 
about the size and nearly the shape of ground-pea kernels. 
We found them very sweet and nice. On leaving Mono, 
we struck out nearly northwest. We were therefore soon 
amongst the foothills of the Sierra again, and consequently 
in the mining regions. Saw many evidences of superficial 
mining. The débris of these washings by the whites are 
washed over by the Chinese. Passed quite a village of 
Chinese engaged in this way. The diminutive mud huts 
were strung along a little stream— Virginia Creek—in the 
bottom of a ravine, for a considerable distance. The whites 
call this Dog Town. I observed, even here, almost every 
hut had its little irrigated garden patch attached toit. I 
had an opportunity, also, of examining the process of 
hydraulic mining by the whites, and was much interested. 

About 11 A. M. we met a fruit-wagon, loaded with fruit 
and other supplies, which had come over Sonora Pass, and 
was on its way to Mono. With a loud yell, the whole party 
made a simultaneous dash for the wagon, clambered up 
its sides, and swarmed over the boxes. Peaches, grapes, 
apples! Ah! how we enjoyed these delicious luxuries! 

After making about twenty miles this morning, we 
camped for noon, about 12:30 P. M., at Big Meadows. This 
is a beautiful grassy plain, six or seven miles long and three 
or four miles wide, on which graze hundreds of cattle and 
horses. The view from this meadow is superb. Now, as I 











* Nut of the Pinus monophylia. 
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sit here at our noon camp, I am surrounded on every side 
by mountains. Behind me, to the east, are the foothills we 
have just crossed; in front stretches the green meadow, and 
beyond rise the lofty Sierra. 

The nearer mountains are immense, somewhat regular 
masses, smooth and green to the very summits, except 
where covered with patches of snow. Behind these, and 
seen through gaps, are the most magnificent group of singu- 
larly sharp and jagged peaks, tinged with blue by their 
distance, with great masses of snow in the deep hollows on 
their precipitous faces. The appearance of these great 
amphitheaters, with precipitous walls, suggested at once 
that these were the wombs from which once issued great 
glaciers. I wish my dear friends in Oakland could see us 
now; some eating, some washing up, some playing ball, 
some lolling about, and our saddles and packs grouped 
together where we unsaddled, our horses grazing quietly 
on the green meadow, and the whole surrounded by this 
really magnificent mountain scenery. 

This afternoon we are wanting some supplies. Some of 
the party are sadly in want of shoes; some of the horses 
need shoeing. While three of the party, Captain, Pomroy, 
and Bolton, go to Bridgeport, a small town on Big Meadows, 
—distinctly visible from our camp, and but little out of our 
way,—the main body of the party went straight on, intend- 
ing to choose camp and make fire before the rest came, 
Started about 4 P.M., intending to go only about seven 
miles and then camp in a cafion which we see emerging into 
Big Meadows, on the northwest—‘‘ Tamarack Cajfion.’’ 
As the sun went down behind the Sierra, the view became 
more and more splendid, and the coolness of the evening 
air increased our enjoyment of it. The delight of that 
evening ride, and the glory of that mountain view, I shall 
never forget. 

About 6:30 found a place in the cafion where the grazing 
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was very fine and water abundant—the grass and clover 
fresh, tall, and juicy, and a little stream gurgling close by. 
Here we camped, turned our horses loose to graze, with 
lariats trailing, intending to stake them securely before 
going to bed. In the mean time it became very dark, and 
our companions not yet arrived. We made a rousing fire, 
and waited, hungry and impatient. They had the pack 
and the supplies. When at last they did arrive, which was 
about 9 P. M., they came shouting, and yelling, and hurrah- 
ing at the sight of the blazing fire. The noise stampeded 
our horses, and they ran affrighted and snorting up the 
steep sides of the cafion, over the mountains, and away into 
the impenetrable darkness of night. We could trace them 
only by their shrill snorting, and now and then by the filit- 
ting form of my old gray. After some fruitless attempts to 
recover them, which only increased their fright, the night 
being very dark, and the mountains very rough, we con- 
cluded to give it up until morning, and went to bed feeling 
much uneasiness. 

We have been to-day on the first road we have seen since 
we left Clark’s. 


AvucGusT 16.—At daybreak, two of the party, Hawkins 
and Linderman, went after the horses. By the time break- 
fast was ready they returned with them. They had tracked 
them over the mountains back to Big Meadows, where they 
found them quietly feasting, about three miles from camp. 
We started off about 8 a. M., and for eight or ten miles 
more traveled on the Sonora road, along the same narrow 
cafion in which we had camped. This cafion is not more 
than one hundred yards wide, flanked on each side by very 
steep hills and precipices, yet the bottom is quite level, and 
the road good. Passed immense masses of trap— ancient 
lava flows. In some places they are finely columnar. Mostly 
porphyritic lava and amygdaloid. 
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About ten miles from our camp, we reached Warm 
Springs. These are very fine and very large springs. A 
considerable brook runs directly -from the principal spring. 
There are, moreover, several springs, having different 
properties. The waters seem to be violently boiling, but 
this is the result of escaping carbonic acid rather than 
steam. The temperature of the water seems to be about 
150° to 160°. Everything suitable for a watering-place is 
found here; hot baths, vapor baths, accommodations for 
visitors, etc., although in somewhat rude style. We have 
here still another evidence of the decay of the mines in 
this region. This was once a flourishing watering-place, or 
at least expected to become so; but it is now entirely aban- 
doned. Several parties are now stopping here to make use 
of the baths, and to hunt and fish in the vicinity. They 
bring, of course, their own provisions. Sage-hens are very 
abundant in the brush, and trout in the streams, in this 
region. I observe limestone now depositing from these 
carbonated springs. Also, near by, immense rough masses 
of the same, which have been similarly deposited at some 
previous epoch. The immense lava streams in this imme- 
diate vicinity, in fact all around, sufficiently account for the 
heat of these springs. 

After examining the springs we rode on, leaving the 
Sonora road and taking a trail for Antelope Valley. Rain 
now coming on, we galloped on until we came to a good 
grazing meadow, about three miles from the Warm Springs. 
There was here a rude pole house — probably a shepherd’s 
lodge — which sufficiently protected us and our provisions 
from the rain. Here, therefore, we camped for noon. 
While here, a party of ladies and gentlemen rode by and 
camped a little beyond. They had a wagon for protection. 
The ladies seemed to be true Amazons — managed their 
horses with the utmost ease, dashed about in the most fear- 
less manner, saddled and unsaddled, mounted and dis- 








Ramblings Through the High Sierra. 89 


mounted, without assistance. They were, in short, true 
cavaliers in petticoats. 

This afternoon, the rain detained us here a little longer 
than we had intended. Started about 3:30 P.M. Delightful 
ride in the cool of the evening. ll in high spirits. We 
reached a ridge overlooking Antelope Valley about sunset. 
Before us Antelope Valley lay spread out at our feet (but ah! 
how far below us we found to our cost that night), behind 
us the magnificent Sierra, and the sun setting behind it. 
We stopped and gazed first at one and then at the other. 

‘Antelope Valley is but a step; what is the use of hurry- 
ing?’’ ‘‘ Nevertheless, we had better goon. Remember 
Laddsville and Chowchilla Mountain.’’ Onwerode. Pres- 
ently a cafion, right across the way—and such a cafion! 
‘* Surely it is impossible to cross that!’’ A thousand feet 
deep, and less than a thousand feet wide at the top, and the 
sides seemingly perpendicular! But across it we must go. 
Already we see Hawkins and the advanced guard near the 
top on the other side. We speak to them across the 
yawning chasm. The trail wound backward and forward, 
down one side, across the foaming stream, and then back- 
ward and forward up the other side. We followed the trail, 
though it led us on the dizzy edge of fearful precipices. 
We have become accustomed to this sort of thing, and so 
have our horses. 

Onward we pushed; next across an inextricable tangle 
of sagebrush and trap bowlders; then down another cafion, 
and across another ridge; then down, down, down; then 
over another ridge, and darkness overtook us. Then down, 
down, down. We lost the trail; scattered about to find it. 
‘*Here it is!’’ found again; lost again; scatter; found again, 
and so on; but always still down, down, down. At last we 
reached the plain, after descending at least four thousand 
feet. In the valley at last! But alas! no meadow; nothing 
but sage, sage, sage. Very dark; neither moon nor stars. 
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Onward we push, guided only by lights we see in the val- 
ley. ‘‘Hello! where are you?’’ we hear from behind. 
**Here! come on!’’ we answered. We stop a while until 
laggers come up. Onward again we urge our tired horses, 
winding through the sagebrush. Onward, still onward, 
straining our eyes to peer through the thick darkness. 
Onward, still onward, five long miles, through the intermi- 
nable sage desert, without trail, and guided only by the 
lights. One by one the lights disappear. ‘*‘ What shall we 
do?’ ‘*Can’t stop here. Push on.’’ At last reached 
some Indian huts. ‘‘ How far to white man’s house?’’ 
**Leetle ways.’’ ‘‘How many miles?’’ ‘‘No savé.”’ 
**One mile? two mile? half mile?’’ ‘‘ No savé.’’ Onward, 
still onward. In despair we stopped to consult. At the 
Indian huts we had struck a road, but it was leading us 
away from the direction in which we had seen the lights. 
We again struck into the pathless sage. Hawkins is recon- 
noitering, a little in advance. ‘‘ Here we are!’’ we heard 
him cry. ‘‘Whoop! A barley-field!’’ It was without a 
fence. We determined to ride in, unsaddle, make our 
camp, allow our horses to eat their fill of standing barley, 
and make it good by paying in the morning. It was ro P. M. 
Some of the party were so tired and sleepy that they pre- 
ferred to go to bed supperless, and therefore immediately 
threw themselves on the ground and went to sleep. Five 
of us, however, determined to build a fire and cook supper. 
Ah! what a glorious fire sagebrush makes! Ah! what a 
splendid supper we cooked that night! Ah! how we 
laughed in our sleeves at the mistake that the sleepers had 
made! Comforted and happy, and gazing complacently 
yet compassionately on the prostrate forms of our com- 
panions, moaning in their sleep with the pangs of hunger, 
we went to bed at 11:30 P. M., and slept sweetly the sleep 
of innocence. If we are trespassing, it is time enough to 
think of that in the morning. 
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We have ridden twenty-eight to thirty miles to-day, and 
about the same yesterday. To-day the trail has been very 
rough. Our horses are quite tired. 


AuGusT 17.—Woke up much refreshed by a sound, 
dreamless sleep. This valley can’t be more than three to 
four thousand feet high. Last night was the warmest we 
have felt since we left Yosemite. I had just waked up. I 
was sitting on my blankets, putting on my shoes, and 
thinking repentantly of our trespass. The sun was just 
rising. Yonder comes swift retribution in the shape of a 
tall, rough-looking mountaineer, with rifle on shoulder and 
pistol in belt, galloping straight towards us. As he comes 
nearer, he looks pale, and his lips are firmly compressed. 


He stops before me suddenly. ‘‘ You seem to have had a 
good thing here last night?’’ ‘‘ Why, ves, rather—but we 
intend, of course, to pay for it.’’ ‘‘I am glad to hear it.’’ 


He was evidently greatly provoked by our trespass, but 
after we had explained the circumstances, and had paid him 
four dollars, he seemed very well satisfied, bade us good- 
morning, put spurs to his horse, and rode off as rapidly as 
he had come. 

We did not get off so early as usual this morning. The 
supperless ones slept heavily this morning and got up 
growling. Hawkins was up and out shooting by daybreak, 
and returned with a fine rabbit, which, with other camp 
delicacies, put all in good humor at breakfast. 

Started about 8 o’clock. This valley being so deep, of 
course we had to climb very high to get out of it. The 
road is, however, tolerably good. We nooned about ten 
miles from Antelope Valley, at Silver King, a deserted 
mining town. This is a good example of many similar 
towns in the mining districts of California. They are 
rapidly built up—property rising to a fabulous price—then 
as rapidly decay. This one seems to have flashed up and 
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gone out more suddenly than usual. There are several 
rather pretentious but unfinished buildings—hotels, stores, 
etc. The lots are all staked out, and a few years ago were 
held at high prices. Evidences of mining operations close 
by. I examined these, but saw no evidence of any special 
value. We took possession of the hotel; used the bar- 
room as our dining-room, and the bar-counter as our table. 
Made a hearty dinner; the young men all the while playing 
hotel life, laughing and calling ‘‘ Waitaw! roast beef! 
Waitaw ! bottle of champagne!”’ etc. 

3 P. M.—Rode rapidly this evening, a good part of the 
way at an easy lope, and camped at a meadow in Bagsley’s 
Valley, about two miles from Monitor. Here we found, to 
our great delight, a flock of sheep. We bought one and 
enjoyed mutton chops for supper again. After supper we 
all gathered around the camp-fire, and I gave the party a 
talk on the subjects of Bloody Cafion and its glacier, the 
volcanoes of Mono, and the lava flows and warm carbo- 
nated springs we saw yesterday; but as the substance of 
what I then said is scattered about among these notes, I 
omit it here. 

It being quite cool to-night, Hawkins and myself con- 
cluded to bunk together. 


AvuGust 18.—Last night was the coldest we have yet 
felt. Could not sleep very well for the cold. This morn- 
ing, when I woke up, my blanket, hair, and beard were 
covered with a heavy frost. The meadow was white with 
the same. The water left over night in our tin canister was 
frozen. A blazing fire, and plenty of mutton chops, bread, 
and hot tea, soon thawed us, and by the time the sun was 
up an hour or so, it was quite warm again. One of the 
shoes put on my horse by Mr. Hawkins, at Alliton’s, being 
very thin at the point, has broken, and half of it come off. 
I found, on leaving camp this morning, that my horse was 
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painfully lame again. The sharp fragments of rock which 
cover the road here make him shrink and limp and groan 
at every step. Fortunately the town of Monitor is only 
two miles off. I determined here to get him well shod all 
around. I stopped at Monitor for this purpose, while the 
rest of the party rode on to Markleeville, about eight miles 
farther, where they would stop, in order to get supplies for 
the party. While he was shoeing my horse, I sat and 
talked much with the blacksmith. I delight in seeing any 
work well done. He was master of his trade. I also 
delight in seeing a fine physique. He was a well-made, 
strong, and really handsome man. He was also a man of 
few words and much good sense. I would like to meet 
that man again; I often think of him. I wonder if he has 
thought a second time of me? Probably not. 

After shoeing, I hurried on and overtook the party at 
Markleeville. Here it was inconvenient to cook our own 
meal, so we all took dinner at the hotel. The dinner was 
really excellent, and we all enjoyed it greatly. Think of it! 
Besides the meats, which we could have had as good in 
camp, rice, in genuine Southern style (my heart warmed 
toward mine host), potatoes, beans, corn, pies, cakes, and 
sweetmeats. The variety tempted too much. 

I received more letters from home at this place. Every 
one at home has been perfectly well since I left. I am 
light-hearted to-day. I shall be at home in a week or ten 
days. I wrote to that effect. 

All along the road from Monitor to Markleeville, and in 
Markleeville itself, I have seen sad evidences of the effects 
of the speculative spirit—sad evidences of time and money 
and energies wasted. Deserted houses and deserted mines 
in every direction. The Indians, of whom there are a large 
number about Markleeville, occupy these deserted houses. 
Some of the mines which I saw seemed to have been under- 
taken on an expensive scale. They are mostly quartz-mines. 
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By invitation of Mr. Hawkins, we went on this afternoon 
only three miles, and camped at a ranch belonging to his 
brother. Beautiful ranch, nice meadows for our horses, rich 
butter and milk for ourselves, baths, hot, cold, and warm, 
issuing from fine springs. The place has been rudely fitted 
up for bathing. 

This is indeed a most delightful place, and the party 
seem to feel its effects upon their spirits. While the horses 
graze, and [ sit in the shade and write this, the young men 
are playing ball on the smooth-shaven green. The meadow 
is surrounded by high, almost perpendicular, and apparently 
impassable mountains on every side except that by which 
we came. In such a secluded, beautiful dell, deep sunk in 
the mountain-top, might a Rasselas dream away his early 
life. Over those apparently impassable cliffs must we climb 
to-morrow, if we would go on to Tahoe. Hawkins had 
intended leaving us here, as he lives in this vicinity, but he 
has kindly volunteered to lead us over the mountains into 
Hope Valley, from which the road onwards to Tahoe is 
very good. 

I took here a hot bath, so hot I could hardly bear it, 
and immediately after an ice-cold shower. The effect was 
delightful. Most of the party slept here in a hay-loft. I 
preferred sleeping with Hawkins, in the open air, on a hay- 
stack. 


AvuGuST 19.—Heavy frost again this morning. Water 
and milk left from supper last night frozen. Took again, 
early this morning, the hot bath and cold shower. Mr. 
Hawkins observed yesterday for the first time that his 
horse is badly foundered. He takes another horse here, 
and by preference a powerful young horse, upon which man 
never sat before. Think of going over the most terrible 
mountain trail on such a horse! But he is accounted, I 
find, the best rider and horse-tamer in the county. He 
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mounted his horse just before we were ready to start, and 
in half an hour he had tamed him completely. 

The trail from this place into Hope Valley is one of the 
steepest we have yet attempted. It is a zigzag, up an 
almost perpendicular cliff. In many places there can be no 
doubt that a false step would have been certainly fatal to 
man and horse. In the steepest parts we dismounted and 
led the horses a great portion of the way up. In many 
places there was no detectable trail at all. When once up, 
however, the trail was very good. From the top of this 
ridge I saw many fine peaks of columnar basalt, evidently 
the remnants of old lava streams. The descent into Hope 
Valley is much more gentle. This valley is a famous resort 
for fishing and hunting parties. As we entered the valley 
and were about to stop for noon, we met one of these—a 
large party of ladies and gentlemen. Of course, we straight- 
ened up, and dashed by in fine style, and immediately dis- 
mounted and camped on a grassy meadow on the banks of 
the creek. They seemed much amused and somewhat 
astonished at our wild appearance. 

2 p.M.—After resting here two hours, we started on our 
way to Tahoe. Here Hawkins left us. Every one of the 
party was sincerely affected. He has been the soul of our 
party. I don’t believe we could have gotten along without 
him. So generous, so efficient, so thoroughly acquainted 
with camp and mountain life. He scents out a trail with the 
instinct of a bloodhound. As he turned, we all waved our 
hats and cried, ‘‘ Three cheers for our noble Lieutenant! 
Hurrah! hurrah!! hurrah!!!’’ His face flushed and eyes 
filled. I know he was gratified with the heartiness of the 
salute. 

We now proceeded by a good wagon-road, and there- 
fore quite rapidly. About 5 Pp. M. rode in double file up to 
Yank’s and reined up.* The fat, bluff old fellow cries out, 





* Yank, some years after this, moved his hotel to the border of the lake. 
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‘*Hello! where are you fellows from? Where are you 


going?’’ ‘*Excursion party to Tahoe; where best to 
stop?’’ ‘* You want to have a free, jolly time, don’t you?”’ 
**O, yes, certainly.” ‘‘ Well! you camp at this end of 
the lake, near Rowland’s.’’ On we went, at a good round 


pace, and camped at 7 P. M. ina fine grove of tamaracks, 
on the very borders of the lake. 

We have, I observed this evening, passed through the 
region of slate (mining region) and the region of lava 
flows, and are again in the region of granite. The granite 
about Tahoe, however, is finer-grained than that about 
Yosemite and Tuolumne Meadows, especially the latter. 


AuGusT 20.—I am cook to-day. I therefore got up at 
daybreak and prepared breakfast while the rest enjoyed 
their morning snooze. After breakfast we hired a sail-boat, 
partly to fish, but mainly to enjoy a sail on this beautiful 
lake. 

Oh! the exquisite beauty of this lake—its clear waters, 
emerald-green, and the deepest ultramarine blue; its pure 
shores, rocky or cleanest gravel, so clean that the chafing of 
the waves does not stain in the least the bright clearness of 
the waters; the high granite mountains, with serried peaks, 
which stand close around its very shore to guard its crystal 
purity ;— this lake, not among, but on, the mountains, lifted 
six thousand feet towards the deep-blue overarching sky, 
whose image it reflects! We tried to fish for trout, but 
partly because the speed of the sail-boat could not be con- 
trolled, and partly because we enjoyed the scene far more 
than the fishing, we were unsuccessful, and soon gave it up. 
We sailed some six or eight miles, and landed in a beauti- 
ful cove on the Nevada side. Shall we go in swimming? 
Newspapers in San Francisco say there is something peculiar 
in the waters of this high mountain lake. It is so light, they 
say, that logs of timber sink immediately, and bodies of 








you 
. to 
1? PP 
| of 


und 


the 
lava 
nite 
out 


» at 
yed 
oat, 


‘iful 


ers, 
ure 
x of 
; of 
ks, 
stal 
ted 
ky, 
but 
on- 
ore 
up. 
iti- 
ig? 
liar 


ley 











Ramblings Through the High Sierra. 97 


drowned animals never rise; that it is impossible to swim in 
it; that, essaying to do so, many good swimmers have been 
drowned. These facts are well attested by newspaper sci- 
entists, and therefore not doubted by newspaper readers. 
Since leaving Oakland, I have been often asked by the 
young men the scientific explanation of so singular a fact. 
I have uniformly answered, ‘‘ We will try scientific experi- 


ments when we arrive there.’’ That time had come. 
‘* Now then, boys,’’ I cried, ‘‘ for the scientific experiment 
I promised you!’’ I immediately plunged in head fore- 


most and struck out boldly. I then threw myself on my 
back, and lay on the surface with my limbs extended and 
motionless for ten minutes, breathing quietly the while. All 
the good swimmers quickly followed. It is as easy te swim 
and float in this as in any other water. Lightness from 
diminished atmospheric pressure! Nonsense! In an almost 
incompressible liquid like water, the diminished density 
produced by diminished pressure would be more than 
counterbalanced by increased density produced by cold. 

After our swim, we again launched the boat, and sailed 
out into the very middle of the lake. The wind had 
become very high, and the waves quite formidable. We 
shipped wave after wave, so that those of us who were sit- 
ting in the bows got drenched. It was very exciting. The 
wind became still higher; several of the party got very sick, 
and two of them cascaded. I was not in the least affected, 
but, on the contrary, enjoyed the sail very much. About 
2 P.M. we concluded it was time to return, and therefore 
tacked about for camp. 

The wind was now dead ahead, and blowing very hard. 
The boat was a very bad sailer, and so perhaps were we. 
We beat up against the wind a long time, and made but little 
headway. Finally, having concluded we would save time 
and patience by doing so, we ran ashore on the beach 
about a mile from camp and towed the boat home. The 











Sierra Club Bulletin. 





98 





































owner of the boat told us that he would not have risked 
the boat or his life in the middle of the lake on such a day. 





‘* Where ignorance is bliss,’’ etc. 

After a hearty supper we gathered around the fire, and 
the young men sang in chorus until bedtime. ‘‘ Now then, 
boys,’’ cried I, ‘‘ for a huge camp-fire, for it will be cold to- 
night!’’ We all scattered in the woods, and every man 
returned with a log, and soon the leaping blaze seemed to 
overtop the pines. We all lay around, with our feet to the 
fire, and soon sank into deep sleep. 


AuGustT 21 —SunpDay. — Sunday at Tahoe! I wish I 
could spend it in perfect quiet. But my underclothes must 
be changed. Cleanliness is a Sunday duty. Some wash- 
ing is necessary. Some of the party went fishing to-day. 
The rest of us remained in camp and mended or washed 
clothes. 

At 12 M. I went out alone, and sat on the shore of the 





lake, with the waves breaking at my feet. How brightly 
emerald-green the waters near the shore, and how deeply 
and purely blue in the distance! The line of demarcation 
is very distinct, showing that the bottom drops off suddenly. 
How distinct the mountains and cliffs all around the lake; 
only lightly tinged with blue on the farther side, though 
more than twenty miles distant! 

How greatly is one’s sense of beauty affected by associa- 
tions! Lake Mono is surrounded by much grander and 
more varied mountain scenery than this; its waters are also 
very clear, and it has the advantage of several picturesque 
islands; but the dead volcanoes, the wastes of volcanic 

vad and ashes covered only by interminable sagebrush, the 
Bis, alkaline, dead, slimy waters, in which nothing but 
worms live; the insects and flies which swarm on its surface, 
and which are thrown upon its shore in such quantities as 
to infect the air,—all these produce a sense of desolation 
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and death which is painful; it destroys entirely the beauty 
of the lake itself; it unconsciously mingles with and alloys 
the pure enjoyment of the incomparable mountain scenery 
in its vicinity. On the contrary, the deep-blue, pure waters 
of Lake Tahoe, rivaling in purity and blueness the sky 
itself; its clear, bright emerald shore waters, breaking snow- 
white on its clean rock and gravel shores; the lake basin, 
not on a plain, with mountain scenery in the distance, but 
counter-sunk in the mountain’s top itself,— these produce a 
never-ceasing and ever-increasing sense of joy, which nat- 
urally grows into love. There would seem to be no beauty 
except as associated with human life and connected with a 
sense of fitness for human happiness. Natural beauty is 
but the type of spiritual beauty. 

Enjoyed a very refreshing swim in the lake this after- 
noon. The water is much less cold than that of Lake 
Tenaya or the Tuolumne River, or even the Nevada River. 

The party which went out fishing returned with a very 
large trout. It was delicious. 

I observe on the lake ducks, gulls, terns, etc., and 
about it many sandhill cranes—the white species. The 
clanging cry of these sounds pleasant to me by early asso- 
ciation. 


AuGusT 22.—Nothing to do to-day. Would be glad 
to sail on the lake or fish, but too expensive hiring boats. 
Our funds are nearly exhausted. Would be glad to start 
for home, but one of our party— Pomroy—has gone to 
Carson City, and we must wait for him. 

I went down alone to the lake, sat down on the shore 
and enjoyed the scene. Nothing to do, my thoughts to-d¥ 
naturally went to the dear ones at home. Oh! how T wisl® 
they could be here and enjoy with me this lovely lake! J 
could dream away my life here with those I love. How 
delicious a dream! Of all the places I have yet seen, this 
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is the one which I could longest enjoy and love the most. 
Reclining thus in the shade, on the clean white sand, the 
waves rippling at my feet, with thoughts of Lake Tahoe 
and of my loved ones mingling in my mind, I fell into a 
delicious doze. After my doze I returned to camp, to 
dinner. 

About 5 Pp. M. took another and last swim in the lake. 

Pomroy, who went to Carson, returned 7 P.M. After 
supper, again singing in chorus, and then the glorious 
camp-fire. 


AUGUST 23.—We all got up very early this morning. 
We wish to make an early start. All in high spirits; for we 
start for home to-day. I wonder if any one is half so anxious 
and impatient as 1am. We wish to make Sacramento in 
three days. The distance is 110 miles or more. We must 
start early and ride late, if necessary. After camping three 
days in the same place, however, there is always much to 
collect and to fix. In spite of our early rising, we did not 
get off until about 7 A. M. Our route lay over Johnson’s 
Pass and by Placerville. We rode rapidly, however, 
alternately walking and galloping, and made twenty miles 
by 12 o'clock. About ten miles from Tahoe we reached 
the summit. We turned about here, and took our last look 
at the glorious lake, set like a gem in the mountains. From 
the summit we rode rapidly down the splendid cafion of the 
south fork of the American River, here but a small brook, 
and stopped for noon about two miles below Strawberry, on 
a little grassy patch on the hill-side, ‘‘close by a softly 
murmuring stream.’’ Here we staked our horses, cooked 
an@ ate dinner, and ‘‘ lolled and dreamed’’ for three hours, 
and then again saddled up ard away. 

Every pleasure has its pain, and every rose its thorn. 
We are in the region of good roads again,— but oh! the 
dust! It is awful! About 4 P.M. saw a wagon coming; 
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our instincts told us that it was a fruit-wagon. With a yell, 
we rushed furiously upon the bewildered old wagoner. ‘‘I 
surrender! I surrender!’’ he cried, while, with a broad grin, 
he handed out fruit and filled our extended hats. ‘‘ A-a-ah! 
Peaches! grapes! apples!’’ How delicious on this hot, 
dusty road! Rode this evening eleven or twelve miles, the 
cafion becoming finer as we advanced, until, at Sugarloaf 
Gorge, it reaches almost Yosemite grandeur. Camped at 
6 P. M. near an inn called ‘‘ Sugarloaf,’’ on account of a 
remarkable rock, several hundred feet high, close by. Our 
camp-fire was not far from the inn. At a window we saw 
two young ladies giggling and making merry at our cook— 
Mr. Linderman — mixing dough and baking bread. We 
sent them a piece, just to show them what we could do. No 
good ground to sleep on here. We don’t relish sleeping 
in the dusty road. We therefore took our blankets and 
slept in the hay-loft. Although we left the window open, 
we found it rather close. Alas! alas! no more grand forests, 
no more grassy meadows, no more huge, leaping camp-fires; 
only dusty roads, dirty villages, and stable lofts and stalls. 

I have been observing the cafion down which we came 
to-day. Johnson’s Pass, like Mono Pass, was a glacial 
divide. One glacier went down on the Tahoe side, a tribu- 
tary to the Tahoe Glacier, but a much larger glacier came 
down the American Cafion. Sugarloaf Rock has been 
enveloped and smoothed by it. This great glacier may 
be traced for twenty-five miles. 


AUGUST 24.—As we get into the region of civilization 
again, incidents are less numerous. I observed, both 
yesterday and to-day, very many deserted houses. This 
was the overland stage-road. Two years ago the amount 
of travel here was immense. I think I heard that there 
were twelve to fifteen stages a day. Now the travel is 
small, the railroad, of course, taking the travelers. The 
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road is, however, splendidly graded, but the toll is heavy. 
This morning the road ran all the way along the American 
River, sometimes near the water’s edge, but mostly high 
up the sides of the great precipitous cafion formed by the 
erosive power of the river. The scenery all the way 
yesterday and to-day is fine, but especially along the 
American River it is really very fine. If we had not already 
drank so deep of mountain glory, we would call it magni- 
ficent. Again, this morning, walking and galloping alter- 
nately, we made easily twenty miles by 12 0’clock. Stopped 
for noon at ‘‘Sportsman’s Hall,’’ a roadside inn. Here, 
after dinner, we sold ‘‘Old Pack”’ for twenty dollars, 
exactly what we gave for him, left our cooking utensils (our 
supplies were just exhausted), and determined hereafter to 
take our meals at the inns on the roadsides or in the villages. 
Disencumbered of our pack we could ride more rapidly. 
This afternoon we rode sixteen miles; thirteen to Placer- 
ville, then through Placerville and three miles beyond, to 
Diamond Springs. On approaching Placerville, I observed 
magnificent orchards, cultivated by irrigation. I never saw 
finer fruit. Saw everywhere about, and in Placerville, 
abundant evidences of placer mining. The streams are 
also extensively used for this purpose, and are therefore all 
of them very muddy. Placerville is by far the largest and 
most thriving village I have seen since leaving Oakland. It 
probably contains two or three thousand inhabitants. The 
houses are stuck about along the streams and on the hill- 
sides in the most disorderly manner, their position being 
determined neither by regularity nor beauty nor pictur- 
esque effect, but chiefly by convenience in mining opera- 
tions. The streets are very few, very long, very irregular, 
very narrow. Nevertheless, the general effect is somewhat 
picturesque. As we rode into town, and passed in double 
file through the streets, Captain at the head, erect, and 
evidently feeling his dignity, the young men descried a 
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billiard-saloon, became suddenly demoralized, broke ranks, 
incontinently dismounted, frantically rushed in, and imme- 
diately the click of the billiard-balls was heard. Greatly 
disgusted at such insubordination, the Captain rode on with 
me to the post-office. Here I mailed a letter to my wife, 
saying I would be at home probably on the night of the 
26th. Onward then through the town for nearly a mile 
(it stretches so far along the stream), then up the hill, turned 
on the top and took a look at the town, pleasantly nestled 
below, among the hills; then over the toll-bridge and 
onwards until, about dark, we reached the little village of 
Diamond Springs, and put up our horses at Siesbuttel’s inn. 
Here we got as good a supper as any one could desire,— 
and such coffee! 

That night, to any attentive listener there must have 
been much good music in the stable — nine horses, crunch- 
ing, crunching, below, and nine sleepers, snoring, snoring, 
above. 

I was surprised to learn from our host that Placerville 
and vicinity is very sickly. Everybody suffering from chills 
and fevers. He himself is suffering from this disease. Cause 
seems to be the stirring up of the earth by mining, and 
especially the damming up of waters for irrigation. 





AvuGust 25.—Early start this morning. Got fairly off 
by 6 4.M. Rode rapidly, and made twenty-one miles by 
11:30 A.M. Stopped for noon at the Half-way House. 
Took a swim — our very last — in a pond near by, and our 
dinner at the inn. Slept an hour, lying on the floor of the 
piazza; rested our horses until 3 P.M., and then again 
onward for home. 

In the afternoon we rode fourteen miles, to Patterson’s 
Ten-mile House. We found this a delightful place. Mr. 
Patterson is really a very pleasant and courteous gentleman, 
and gave us a most excellent supper. This put us all in 
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excellent humor. The young men got lively. One of them, 
Mr. Perkins, played on the piano, while the rest joined in a 
stag-dance. The clattering of heavy boots on the bare 
floor was not very harmonious, it is true, but then it was 
very enlivening. The host and all the guests in the house 
seemed to enjoy it hugely. 

Two nights past we have been compelled to sleep in the 
stable loft, or else in the dusty streets. We are more fortu- 
nate to-night. There is a magnificent straw-bank in the 
open field on the other side of the road. “Once more 
under the starry canopy! Now for a good sleep! Our 
Father up there in the starry heavens, watch over us. 
Amen!” 

We are again on the plains of Sacramento, but we no 
longer find the heat oppressive. We have been all along 
the road mistaken for horse or cattle drovers, or for emi- 
grants just across the plains. We were often greeted with, 
** Where’s your drove?’’ or ‘‘ How long across the plains?’’ 
We have been in camp nearly six weeks, and ridden five 
or six hundred miles. Burned skin, dusty hair and clothes, 
flannel shirt, breeches torn, and coarse, heavy boots; the 
mistake is quite natural. 


AuGusT 26.—‘‘ Home to-day! Hurrah! Wake up, all!’’ 
After an early breakfast, got off 6:30 A. M. We rode into 
Sacramento, 10 miles, in 1% hours, galloping nearly the 
whole way. We went at a good gallop in the regular 
order—double file—through the streets of Sacramento, the 
whole length of the city, down to the wharf, and there tied 
our horses. Everybody crowded around, especially the 
little boys about the wharf, curious to know ‘‘who and 
what were these in strange attire.’’ 

Having nothing to do until 12 M., when the boat leaves, 
Captain and myself strolled through town. The Captain, 
with flannel shirt, bare neck, shocking bad hat, stout bro- 
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gans, long knife stuck in belt, and a certain erect, devil- 
may-care air, certainly looked like a somewhat dangerous 
character. As we sauntered along the streets, a little sharp- 
looking Jew suddenly rushed out from his store, crying: 
‘**Now, gentlemen, I know you are in want of clothes. Here 
we are,— the cheapest and finest in town. This way, gentle- 


men; this way!’’ ‘* No; we don’t want any clothes; we have 
plenty at home.’’ ‘‘Aren’t you the party who went gallop- 
ing down the street just now?’’ ‘ Yes.’’ ‘‘ Where are you 


from?’’ ‘Only a pleasure party.’’ ‘‘ Why, I thought you 
were outlaws, or cattle-drovers, or horse-dealers, or emi- 
grants over the plains, or something of that kind.”’ 

We then visited the State House. As we walked along 
the corridors towards the well-dressed and courteous usher, 
the Captain looked very grand. The usher seemed instinct- 
ively to know that we were not exactly what we seemed. 
He treated us very courteously, and showed us the fine 
halls of Representatives and Senate. We read, ‘‘ Cum ore 
rotundo,’’ the Latin inscriptions, and translated, to the 
great astonishment of the usher. We now went back to 
the wharf, and cut and ate cantaloupes; then toa restaurant, 
and had a most delicious dinner, of which we partook very 
heartily; then on board of the boat for San Francisco, and 
tied our horses all in a row and gave them hay, then up 
into the cabin. 

Everybody looked at us with interest and surprise. 
“‘Who are they?’’ Gradually it became known who we 
were, and we were treated with courtesy, and even became 
lions. Captain of the boat took some of us up to his room, 
and asked many questions. Dinner at 4 Pp. M. I went 
down, and again ate one of the heartiest dinners I ever ate 
in my life. I cannot get enough to-day. Our rough 
appearance gave rise to some amusing incidents. I was 
coming up-stairs, from deck to cabin. Superbly dressed 
mulatto at the landing. ‘‘ Got a cabin check, sir?’’ show- 
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ing me one. ‘‘No; I have not.” ‘‘Can’t come up.” 
‘*But I paid cabin fare.’’ ‘‘Can’t come up.’’ Here a 
white official, who knew me, interfered and apologized. 

San Francisco at last! We all went in a body ashore. 
The cabmen thought here was a prize of greenhorn moun- 
taineers. They came round us inswarms. ‘‘ Lick House?’”’ 
** American Exchange ?’’ ‘‘ Cosmopolitan?’’ ‘* Who wants 
a hack ?’’ was screamed into our ears. The young men 
screamed back, ‘‘ What Cheer House! Russ House! Occi- 
dental! This way, gentlemen!’’ etc. They socn saw that 
they had better let us alone. We mounted, and dashed off 
to the Oakland wharf. Not open yet; what shall we do? 
we will ride about town. Pomroy and myself rode to the 
Lick House, where he wished to get a bundle, which he 
had left in Cobb’s room. He dismounted at the ladies’ 
entrance, and I sat on horseback and held his horse. As 
he opened the door the porter said, ‘‘ What do you want?”’ 
‘* Never mind,’’ and he ran up-stairs. Porter came out 
and said to me, ‘‘ What does that man want?’’ ‘‘ Mr. 
Cobb,’’ said I. Door shuts. Presently out he comes 
again. ‘‘ Who is that man?’’ I gave him noanswer. Again: 
‘‘Where did that man come from?’’ I took no notice 
of him. Door shuts again, and I could see through the 
glass that he went up-stairs to look after that man. After 
a little, Pomroy came and told me that the porter had 
finally recognized him, and apologized. 

Our glorious party is, alas, dissolving. Three — Cobb, 
Bolton, and Linderman —left us here; the rest of us now 
rode down again to the wharf, and found the gate open. 
Went in and tied our horses. Went across the way and 
again took a cup of coffee, and ate heartily of doughnuts. 
Back to the waiting-room and dozed. At 11:30 got on 
board the boat for Oakland. Landed at the pier, we 
galloped alongside the swift-moving cars, the young men 
hurrahing. The race was kept up pretty evenly for a little 








Ramblings Through the High Sierra. 107 


while, but soon the old steam horse left us behind, and 
screamed back at us a note of defiance. We went on, 
however, at a sweeping gallop, through the streets of Oak- 
land, saluted only by barking dogs; dismounted at the 
stable, bid each other good-night, and then to our several 
homes; and our party, our joyous, glorious party, is no 
more. Alas, how transitory is all earthly joy! Our party 
is but a type of all earthly life; its elements gathered and 
organized for a brief space, full of enjoyment and adven- 
ture, but swiftly hastening to be again dissolved, and 
returned to the common fund from which it was drawn. 
But its memory still lives; its spirit is immortal. 
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NOTES AND CORRESPONDENCE. 


Tue East Basin oF Mount BREWER, 
OR OUZEL BASIN. 


Of the many granite-rimmed, glacier-polished basins of the 
High Sierra, there is none more majestic in its surroundings or 
more beautiful in its outlook than the basin to the east of Mount 
Brewer, for which I here suggest the name of ‘‘Ouzel Basin.’ 
As this is visited each year by an increasing number of mountain- 
lovers, it seems well to give special names to the minor objects 
included in it. I here present a sketch map of the basin, with the 
tributary basin to the east, bounded by Stanford * University Peak 
and Harrison’s Pass, on which are proposed new names for a 
number of objects. On this map no attempt has been made to 
measure distances. Directions were taken without compass, but 
these have been corrected, so as to correspond with a map of the 
King-Kern Divide recently published by Mr. J. N. Le Conte. 

The following are the new names suggested :— 


Crag Reflection, for the crag above Lake Reflection. 

Lucy’s Footpass, for the pass to the west of Crag Ericsson, trav- 
ersed by Professor and Mrs. Bolton Coit Brown, and noted 
on Brown’s sketch map as “‘Footpass.’’ It is named for Mrs. * 
Lucy Fletcher Brown. 


zel Creek, for the brook which flows from Mount Brewer into 
East Lake. The water-ouzel abounds here, and it is said 
that John Muir’s account of the water-ouzel, one of the finest 
bird biographies ever written, was based largely on observa- 
tions made on this stream. 


Snow Gulch, for the snow-filled southern branch of Ouzel Creek. 


* Professor Bolton Coit Brown first climbed this fine peak, giving it the name of 
Mount Stanford. As the latter name has been applied toa peak near the Placer 
County summit, it may be held to beineligible in this case. In such event, Professor 
Brown suggests the substitution of the name “Stanford University Peak,” the 
similar peak to the northeast in the main Divide being the ‘‘ University of California 
Peak.” The Stanford Peak has twocrests. The northernmost, a little the higher 
and accessible with great difficulty, is the one to which th: name Stanford was 
especially applied by Professor Brown. The other was named by him “ Gregory's 
Monument,”” from Mr. Warren Gregory, who first climbed it. This magnificent 
view-point is easily reached from Harrison’s Pass. 
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Ouzel Pool, at the base of Mount Brewer, the source of Ouzel 
Creek. 

Peak Korbel, for the ridge and peak next south of Ouzel Creek. 
This was climbed by Mr. Joseph Jarnick, a student of Stan- 
ford University, who suggested the above name in honor of a 
friend. 

Noon Mark, the peak next south of Korbel, lying directly south of 


Ouzel Camp, the camping-ground on the north side of Ouzel 
Creek, at the base of the glaciated rocks. 

Stanford Brook, the stream flowing in at the head of East Lake, 
rising in the bowlder-covered 

Stanford Basin, at the foot of Stanford University Peak, Gregory’s 
Monument, and Harrison’s Pass. Stanford Brook receives 
the outlets of Castilleja Lake and Lake Reflection, and rises 
in five little lakes in Stanford Basin. 

The Minster, a Gothic crag lying to the north of Stanford Brook 
and adjoining Deerhorn Mountain. 

Tarn Erica, a beautiful deep-green pool lying in a joint or cleft 
in the rock on the way to Mount Brewer, tributary to Ouzel 
Creek. 

Barbara Brook, the smaller stream in the Ouzel Basin, lying to 
the north of Ouzel Creek. 

Primrose Pond, a small lake tributary to Barbara Brook. 

Tamarack Meadow, a small meadow covered with grass and 
heather, with many tamarack-pines, traversed by both Ouzel 
Creek and Barbara Brook, the two streams running very near 
together. 

Marmot Ridge, the long ridge bounding the basin on the north 
and northwest. At the base of this ridge the mountain mar- 
mots or woodchucks abound. 

Helen’s Dome, the rounded dome at the east end of Marmot 
Ridge. It is named for Mrs. Helen Vanuxem Cubberly, a 
member of our party. 

The Turret, a sharp point at the side of the Dome. 

Ouzel Basin. As the name Brewer Creek has been taken for the 
stream which flows to the westward from Brewer Lake on the 
west side of Mount Brewer into Roaring River, the name 
Brewer Basin should be applied to the glacial valley through 
which this stream runs. The basin to the east and north of 
Mount Brewer, drained by Ouzel Creek and Barbara Brook, 
which, with Stanford Brook, furnish most of the water of the 
South Fork of Bubb’s Creek, may receive the name of Ouzel 
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Basin, of which term East Basin of Mount Brewer may be 
regarded as a descriptive synonym. 

I am under obligations to Mr. Arthur Jordan Edwards for the 
preparation of this map for publication, and to Professor Vernon 
L. Kellogg, the leader of the party of which the writer was a 
member, for various suggestions in regard to it. 

Davip STARR JORDAN. 

PaLo ALTO, Nov. 13, 1899. 
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FORESTRY NOTES. 





EDITED BY PROFESSOR WILLIAM R. DUDLEY. 





The forest reserves have been enlarged by the 
extension, on October 21st, of the Prescott (Ari- 
zona) Forest Reserve from 10,240 acres to about 
423,680 acres, and by the creation of the Santa Ynez Forest 
Reserve, of 145,000 acres, lying along the crest of the Santa Yfiez 
Mountains, in southern Santa Barbara County, California. The lat- 
ter reserve was proclaimed by President McKinley, October 2, 1899, 
and is complementary to the Pine Mountain and Zaca Lake Forest 
Reserve. 


NEw Forest 
RESERVES. 


A remarkable amount of space in the newspapers 
of this State has recently been given to the discus- 
sion of the related problems of forestry, irrigation, 
and the leasing of the grazing lands; but few people, nevertheless, 
have a clear idea of the relative amounts of public and private land 
in California. The figures given below are taken from the statistics 
of the United States Government, 1898, and, so far as the forest 
reservations are concerned, are corrected to date, to include the 
Santa Yiiez Forest Reserve :— 


Total amount of land appropriated (private)...... 40, 668,890 acres 
Total amount of land unappropriated (U.S. G.)...58,692,193  “ 


PUBLIC 
LANDs. 


99,361,083 acres 


Amount in the National Parks of California....... I, 130,240 acres 
Amount in the U.S. Forest Reserves of California... 8 853,129 ‘‘ 
Total amount in U. S. G. Reservations in California. 16,500,000+ ‘* 
Amount of Grazing Lands (outside of Reservations) .22,500,000+ ‘* 
PEE, GE TOOWEEE BI ooo onesie ceca sivciescces 19,000,000+ ‘* 


To the student of American forestry problems, 
nothing is of greater importance, just now, than the 
course of legislation. Next to that comes the prac- 
tical work in connection with forest protection and 
the public sentiment regarding it. The friends of forestry in South- 
ern California have scrutinized very closely the work of the forest 
rangers, and report great improvement this season, and are satis- 
fied that the work is being faithfully done. Many members of the 
Sierra Club have this year been through portions of the reserves in 
the Sierra, and the general impression has been favorable, so far 


THE ForEST 
RANGER 
SYSTEM. 
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as I have heard. Considerable publicity has been given to the 
work of forest patrol in the reserves; and the supervisors and their 
rangers are not only aware of this, but appear now to be of the 
class who welcome the support which the friends of forestry are 
likely to give them, as well as the interest they take in the rangers’ 
important duties relating to forest fires. Commissioner Hermann, 
in a very instructive article in 7he Forester for 1899 (p. 195), declares 
it the practice of the United States Land Office to apply civil-service 
tests in the selection of all working officials in the ranger system. 
The following facts are taken from his article, and show that Cali- 
fornia has a much larger acreage in forest reservations than any 
other State, and also proportionally a much larger number of forest 
rangers to patrol them. There are now thirty-six forest reserves, 
confined to eleven States and Territories, having an aggregate of 
over 46,000,000 acres. These reserves are divided into nine dis- 
tricts, each with a superintendent. Each district is divided into 
supervisors’ districts, in charge of a supervisor. The latter dis- 
tricts are again divided into patrol districts, each guarded by a for- 
est ranger. Between July 15th and October 15, 1899, there were 
employed about three hundred and fifty of the rangers, under 
thirty-nine supervisors. The superintendents, among other duties, 
receive the reports of both supervisors and rangers, and convey 
them eventually to the United States Land Office at Washington, 
where they are filed. The table below is compiled from Commis- 
sioner Hermann’s statement, and amended to include the new 
Reserves in Arizona and California:— 











ae | No. of No. of 
Districts. | Acreage. —_ Rangers. 
1. Arizona and New Mexico. . | 7,647,520 +| 6 42 
2. Northern California............ | 4,923,535 4 34 
3. Southern California............ 3,929,594 + 5 55 
4. Colorado and Utah ...| 4,046,720 7 34 
ER 5 &si0's ParGktsnes erases | 3,997,160 3 26 
Ere soeacasy Sr 4 38 
EE nas on eda exe ace .| 4,653,440 3 40 
8. South Dakota and W Vyoming. 4,407,840 4 45 
9. a tm 8,121,880 3 34 





This report for the last fiscal year has 
recently appeared. While there is much 
matter of general interest, the only rulings 
or recommendations we shall consider are 
those of vital interest to the forests of the 
West. Although sheep were permitted to graze on the Sierra forest 
reserves in 1898, the Land Office decided that the concession was 


ANNUAL REPORT OF 
THE COMMISSIONER 
OF THE GENERAL 
LAND OFFICE. 
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greatly abused, and that much damage was done to the reserves 
thereby; sheep were therefore entirely excluded from the California 
forest reserves in 1899, as they were from those of Idaho, New 
Mexico, and South Dakota. In the other seven States and Terri- 
tories they were allowed in the reserves under certain restrictions. 
No doubt this same question will come before the Land Office 
in 1900. 

In the Commissioner’s Report published in 1898, he said: ‘I 
am of the opinion that all public lands which are of more value for 
forest uses than for other purposes should be withdrawn from 
entry or other disposal as rapidly as it is practicable to make the 
necessary examinations, and be set apart as forest reservations. I 
am fully in accord with the opinion expressed in a report recently 
received in this office to the effect that ‘no good reason can be 
given for the maintenance of the present reserves which does not 
also demand the withdrawal and protection of all similar lands now 
held by the Government.’ Until this is accomplished this office is 
greatly handicapped in its efforts to prevent the spoliation of these 
lands.’’ The Land Office, in accordance with this policy, has insti- 
tuted examinations of the unreserved forest, so that ‘‘ early fifty 
cases of proposed reserves or extensions of existing reserves are at 
present under consideration by this office.’’ 

The American Forestry Association, meeting in 1899 at Los An- 
geles, adopted a resolution of similar purport to the above, and 
especially asked for the reservation of all Government forest land 
about the head-waters of the Sacramento River of California and its 
tributaries. The Sierra Club has also adopted a resolution asking 
for the Sacramento reservation, and forwarded it to Congress; and 
it is gratifying to know that this proposition, which has appeared to 
the Club as very important to the welfare of the State, has been 
received favorably by our Congressmen. 

The Commissioner further desires to have Congress ‘‘ authorize 
the Secretary of the Interior to rent or lease lands within the for- 
est reservations for any purposes not incompatible with the pur- 
poses for which such reservations are created.’’ This is a matter 
that deserves the very careful scrutiny of the friends of forestry. 
The Sierra Club is already on record as against leasing any portions 
of the California reserves for grazing purposes; and we think its 
position is a sound one. It might be urged with great effective- 
ness that the United States Geological Survey is at present engaged, 
together with the Division of Forestry, in examining all the exist- 
ing reserves, with a view of recommending to Congress what por- 
tions shall be permanently reserved and what may be more justly 
thrown open for agricultural or grazing uses. Why is it not best to 
await their report, and then completely segregate from the reserves 
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those portions which expert testimony recommends for other uses ? 
It would then be an easy matter to declare by enactment against 
the dangerous policy of leasing the forest reserves. 

The Commissioner recommends that the ‘‘sum of $300,000 be 
appropriated for the expenses during the fiscal year ending June 
30, 1901, for the forest service in connection with the creation and 
administration of forest reservations.’’ The last appropriation 
was $175,000, and it had been the same in the preceding year. In 
view of several reserves added during 1898-1899, the prospect of 
more in 1900, and, what is more important still, the needs of the 
increased ranger system, and demands made on the Division 
of Forestry, the amount asked for in tg0r seems only too small. 


This was held July r9th and 2oth, with the 
Vice-President for California, Abbott Kin- 
ney, in the chair. There were present a 
number of the Government experts in for- 
estry and hydrography, among them Messrs. 
Pinchot, Newell, Lippincott, and Mead, all 
of whom gave important addresses, and a few papers were pre- 
sented by Northern Californians; but the bulk of the papers were 
from the citizens of Southern California. These ranged through 
the problems of forestry and irrigation engineering and physics, 
and, in the opinion of the older members of the Association, 
they were not inferior in merit to those of any previous meeting. 
I do not believe there is any region of similar area in the United 
States that could show as much intelligent interest in these ques- 
tions. The audiences were fairly large, and for the most part 
made up of men in the prime of life. Southern Californians have 
a clear understanding of the relation of the forests to the develop- 
ment of their lands, and much of this can be attributed to the 
unwearied efforts of Vice-President Kinney. 

The more important of the addresses of local origin have been 
printed in 7he Foresier, the organ of the Association, and a jour- 
nal which every one interested in the Pacific forests should read. 

One important result of this meeting — perhaps the most im- 
portant — was the bringing to California, and into intimate rela- 
tions with her citizens and her best interests, of several of the 
Government experts ia forestry, hydrography, and geology. 
Some of them have been engaged on our problems, but through 
this meeting and the Irrigation Convention, held in San Francisco 
in November, have become deservedly better known to our peo- 
ple. Others have practically taken up our problems for the first 
time. The result of their presence this year will be of inestimable 
value to the future of forestry and irrigation interests on this 
coast. Mr. Pinchot, chief of the United States Division of For- 
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estry, after the meeting, came to San Francisco, met its Board ot 
Trade, and through his tact and ability won their very favorable 
hearing. The redwood lumbermen subscribed a considerable 
amount, which was placed in his hands, to investigate, through his 
assistants, the capacities of the redwood forests of the north to 
reproduce themselves, thus bringing home to them for the first 
time a question of practical forestry. Congressman Kahn agreed 
at this Board meeting to advocate in Congress a bill appropriating 
a certain amount for the establishment of several schools of for- 
estry at as many universities in the United States; the hope being 
to secure in this way an amount sufficient to establish one of these 
schools at the University of California. In anticipation of this, 
Senator Perkins has recently introduced a resolution in Congress 
asking the Government to assign the use of the Lake Tahoe Forest 
Reserve (over 135,000 acres) to the University of California for 
practical purposes in connection with a school. 


One of the most gratifying evidences of 
the growth of the forestry sentiment in 
Southern California is the flourishing con- 
dition of the above-named school, estab- 
lished a year ago. Mr. Kinney is one 
of the lecturers, and has done more than any one else, perhaps, 
to organize it. One had the pleasure of hearing a number of 
their lectures at the Forestry Association meeting, and could 
perceive how the formation of this school had reacted upon the 
local civil engineers and others to greatly increase their interest in 
the forestry problems. A number of the forestry students in this 
school were in the mountains acting as rangers during the sum- 
mer. We hope that this school may obtain from the Department 
of the Interior the use of the San Gabriel Forest Reserve, follow- 
ing the plan of the Montana College of Agriculture and Mechanic 
Arts, in securing, last year, the use of the Gallatin Forest Re- 
serves. Indeed, we believe that connecting the work of the eco- 
nomic departments of the universities and colleges with the Ameri- 
can problems of forestry and irrigation cannot be carried too far, if 
it is all done, at least for the present, under the general supervision 
of the Division of Forestry at Washington. 


THE SCHOOL OF For- 
ESTRY, UNIVERSITY 
OF SOUTHERN CALI- 
FORNIA. 


In order to keep the administration ot 
our growing forest reserves out of the 
hands of mere inexperts like political 
appointees, and build it up ona basis 
which will command the respect of Congress and of the people,— 
a basis of expert knowledge, and admirable esprit de corps, such 
as underlie the United States Geological Survey,—the time has 
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come, it appears to us, for the friends of forestry to urge every- 
where the immediate development of the United States Division 
of Forestry, and to assist it in every way. We have the Geologi- 
cal Survey as an example; we have the results of its work as an 
incentive, and the high respect accorded it by Congress as an 
encouragement. Moreover, we have in Mr. Pinchot a man who 
is everywhere looked upon as a man capable of building up a 
great Government bureau, on the basis of efficiency and honesty. 

On the other hand, the simplification and classification of our 
irrigation laws, and their establishment on a foundation of justice 
first, and scientific and economic principles next, appears to us as 
one of the most important problems the West has to deal with. 
One of the few results —so far as a layman can see— of the great 
Irrigation Convention held in San Francisco on November r4th, 
was the demonstration of the utter inadequacy of our irrigation 
laws to meet the demands of modern irrigation projects. One of 
the chief incentives urging the Sierra Club to throw the weight 
of its little influence in favor of reserving a// the forest land sur- 
rounding the great valleys of California and retaining it forever 
in the hands of the United States Government (in whose justice 
and efficiency we all really feel greater confidence than in that of 
any State) has been the hope of forestalling monopoly, whose 
capital is otherwise sure, sooner or later, to acquire every water- 
right in the Sierra streams, and to place such a tariff on the supply 
that all the cultivated land will fall into the hands of the monopo- 
lies themselves. At least, the writer has believed that Govern- 
ment control of the Sierra would insure to California low water- 
rates, equity in distribution, the planting of thousands of small 
landholders in the great valleys, and lasting prosperity to the 
State; that monopoly control would bring high water-rates, dis- 
crimination, and ultimately great syndicate farms, owned by 
capital foreign to the soil. Then the question arises, with the real 
residents reduced to employees or workmen, would any long- 
continued and real prosperity be possible in the great central valley 
of California. If, as experts in irrigation seem to fear, ‘“‘ prece- 
dent in law”’ apparently gives, in many cases, a water company 
which has laid hold of the mouth of a mountain stream rights 
extending to its source, equity would seem to demand a complete 
reorganization of our irrigation laws, and their formulation on the 
principles already worked out, we understand, by Australia, where 
they are said to be just to all concerned and to work without fric- 
tion. Here, it appears, is more work for the Sierra Club. 

The French Government has long had, if we mistake not, a 
bureau of ‘‘ Eaux et Foréts,’’ recognizing, as we are beginning to 
do, the intimate relations of the waters and the forests. The tre- 
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mendous moneyed interests sure to be involved in course of time 
in connection with these two subjects, the necessity of scientific 
knowledge and long training for the administrators, suggest a sim- 
ilar department of waters and forests on the same footing as the 
greater Government bureaus, and controlled by a director free from 
political appointment. 


The past season has been marked by an unusually 
large number of forest fires. The writer has sent a 
large number of letters to all the forested parts of the 
State, and thereby brought together information showing that the 
area burned over is far beyond what is known even by close 
observers of the press reports. He proposes to continue this in- 
quiry, and present the results in the May BULLETIN. 


FOREST 
FIRES. 


Finally, we wish to call the attention of readers to 
Mr. Pinchot’s Primer of Forestry (Part 1), pub- 
lished by the United States Division of Forestry 
as their Bulletin 24, for free distribution. It is by our best authority, 
is simple and lucid in style, is freely illustrated with many photo- 
graphs, often from our own Pacific forests, and will surely have a 
great educating influence, if widely distributed. 


‘* PRIMER OF 
FORESTRY”’ 








